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We obviously know what' we want to say, so we'll 
say it: Why does everyone think J.D.s is supposed 
to be like 'Inches' with mohawks? (But don't think 
we're not obscene and objectionable anyway) 

Well 

J.D.s is 

NOT: IS: 





1 . Disembodied dicks 

2. Neither art nor poetry 

3 . Lesbians 

4 . Gays 

5. Red Hot Chili Peppers 

6. Cv/ning a painting by 
John Wayne Gacy 

7. Sam Kinison{ heard he's 
got A.I.D.S. ) 

8. Segregated dyke/ fag bars 

9 . Decadence 

10. N. A.M.B.L. A. 


11 . Mr . Lea t her man ( of anywhere 
anytime) 

12. Forbes with a mohawk 

13. The Advocate with Docs 

14. Pat Calif ia with a 
mohawk 

15. Anton Levy 

lb.Rhoda (the Show) 

17. going to G.G.Aliin’s 
last show 

18. Nurses, butt plugs or 
bedpans 

19. Fisting on the first- 
date 

20. Big Oozing Things 

LOVE, 

THE N.L.P, 

pun* b cce 


I. the size of the pencil 
(and how you use i t ) 

2 .Stenchcore 

3 . Dykes 

4 . Fags 

5. Dead Chili Peppers 

6. Kristy McNichoK never 
out of style) 

7. Drew Barrymore 

S.the pit 

9. Aspirins £ Cola (drug of choice 

10. N.A.M.3.C.L.A. 

North American Man 3ov 
Candy Love Association 

II . Hairdressers 

12. Some Of My Best Friends Are.. 

13. Boys In The Band 

14. The Killing Of Sister George 

1 5 . An tonic Fargas 

16. Brenda 

17. Dead Waters stars; Divine, 
Cookie , Edie , David 

1 8. A country as far away as 
health 

19. human ashtrays as accessories 
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“You know- something, kid? 

" 1 / a 


one ei 



You’re gonna stay in this gayli ^ ~ ^ ^ ^ TTr 
world. Why? Because you’re a ^ 

i’ebel. You don’t like convention. 

^ ou Lke what you like, not what 
they tell you to like. Yeah, I know 
it’s hard to understand it now. 

Later on, you’ll get the picture, v 

You’re a rebel,— it’s gonna be tough, " hu mp 
but stick up for what you want.” 

THE GAY REBELS 



1. 

2 . 
3. 
L. 

5. 

6 . 

7. 

8 . 
9. 


a \ 1 Parasite 

* 2 . Americans. 

Zuza’s Petals 
Americans 
p if th Column 
The Dicks 
Big Kan 
Nip Drivers 
Mighty Sphincter 

10. Toilet Slaves 

II. /ic tin's Family 

12. The Apostles 

13. Shock-headed Peters 
1^. No Brain Cells 
15# Corse 
16. The Apostles 
17* The Che if s 
18. The Dicks 
• J®P°tent Sea Snakes 
20. 2 Nice Girls 

» COKING UP 

* t C ? den V 23-TH2 BOY NEXT DOOR 
Ok Robt. Omlit-BANGl 

«? Bomb^E 5 ^ ?]fS y - DICK VAff WKE 
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Ma-le Call 

Homophobia 

Bert 

The Weenie Man 

The Fairview Mall Story 

Off-Duty Sailor 

Too Scared To Be Queer 

Quentin Crisp 

Pag Bar 

Toilet Slave Trouble 
Homophobia 
Forbidden Love 
I, Bloodbrother , Be 
I*m Queer 
Tell Me Why? 

To Hell With Leviticus 
Tower 18 (at the beach) 
kittle Boys Feet 
I Caught Aids From A Dead Man 
ihe Queer Song 
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They're rebels, 

K — like the rest of 
55 us." There is was 
jjj again — the name 
f Tl. of rebel. It was 
•r-* starting to figure 

'4 

im zi up. 


TELL ME WHY? 


I wanna enow why you call thea "sluts and whorea" 

F lex your beer-ego and allocate thea chorea 
Why all you can 3 ee is ‘heir "tits" and "cunt" 

Laugn with -he hoys, fear their blood every aonth 

I wanna enow now you think you have anv right 

to treat tnea as inferior with your hollow sight 

Why you feel so damned threatened by hfee power of their so 

Treat your emotional superior a* your personal "hole" 

Tell »e why: I wanna know fucking why 

I wanna xr.ow why 73 u call tr.en "dykes" ur.d "queers" 

Forcefeed tnea the guilt of your nomophobie tear 

Why straight is 30 right, so pure and so true 

They’re filthy, disgusting, just now Jo they screw 

I wanna know why you say their love is so wrong 

And the throne from which you scream, "th«7 must not belong 

Whv tou ccr aider it your duty to fuck up their live* 

Ara your straight Jacket head with ind i edged knives 

I wanna know why you rail them "niggers" and "woks" 

TTeat different skin colours as if they were do*s 

Why you’ve poisoned their culture and stolen their land 

Smile, your pars il- lie, pretend the west is so grand 

I wanna know tow your fascism oitkkured 

Tour sxtn coloured heirarchy is fuewing absurd 

For how auen longer will yotf treat the® like scum 

And where will you hide when "darwia* holds the gun 

MV H 3DELL JjSNTVOV 3AOI 
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The lead vocalist of “ Gorse ’ 
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ENTERTAINMENT FOR KIDS g 
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E TOILS? SLAYS TROUBLE 

If you want trouble wait, don’t run 
You’ll be sorry before we’re done 
Bash a fag, bash him twice 
Bash once more and pay the price 
Chase a dyke around the block 
But be prepared for quite a shock 
1 Homo-haters are in for trouble 
If they try to burst our bubble 
Look out bully, slave attack 
You’ve got trouble, you go back 

The game’s no fun for Dad and Mother 
But sis can murder her mean old brother 

Pull our chain, pull it twice 
But don’t expect us to be nice 
We’re the Toilet Slaves 
You’re in trouble 
Toilet Slave trouble 

(Bruce LaBruce/G.B. Jones) 
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Sizzling SEX REBELS T0ILST SLAVES :3ru ca LaBruce chained to the 


bowl, while 

well-mannered G. 3. Jones washes up afterwards Absent : K . 
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because we rebel 
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$5.00 CASH or M.O. to 
J.D.s c/o?.O.Box 1110, 
Adelaide St. Stn., 

Toronto, Ontario, 

Canada H5C 2K5 
DALLAS 
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Vortex Records 
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TAILS FROM THE PIT 



by Jim ! 

I've been cruising the pit for years now with only limited sue- 
cess -but hey, it s fun--& I haven't got beat up yet. Here in Balt- 
imore it s not too easy with the pit full of crazed skins or drunken 
metal-heads charging around like mad dogs. Washington is much more 
rertiie ground. 






There s two different levels of cruising. One just involves get- 
ting kicks without reciprocation: brushing your hand across some 
hunky punk s ass or cock too quick for him to fully notice, or get- 
ting caught in a sandwich between two hot sweaty guys for a minute, 
ihe other is a little more complicated--you‘ re often dealing with 
uptight closet cases--but involves turning them on to the point of 
reciprocation, or more. F 


I ve had lots of fun on that first level--had my hands on the 
asses of more than half of the hot punks in Baltimore S Washington— 
but it s that other level that's intriguing. All the missed or 
botched opportunities! All the contacts I made where I didn't get 
a chance to talk to them later, & never saw again. 

There was one guy I saw at 4 or 5 Government Issue shows in D.C. 

He looked like a G.I., lean & hot, with a military haircut. By about 
the 3rd show we felt each other up fully, & we even held hands 
through one song, in the crush of people by the stage. But at the I 
end of each show he was always out the door in a flash. Then I stop- 
ped seeing him at shows. Now G.I. has broken up’ 

j 

At a Dead Boys show in D.C. (this was a reunion tour about 3 years 
ago--not way back) this hot looking black guy kept positioning him- ! 
self so that my crotch would collide with his ass in the crowd. Thee 
he reached back & felt me up. But nothing came of that either. 

My biggest love though is th»^s« guy I've been seeing at Slickee 
Boys & Ramones shows in Baltimore & D.C. for 5 or 6 years now. He's 
got one of the best bodies I've ever seen with perfect legs, ass & 
chest, & a square- jawed face with intense eyes. I've been obsessed 
with him for years. He knows it too & he loves to play games with 
me: he 11 give me these long looks, or stand 10 feet in front of me 
& ^ s lowly take off his sweaty shirt. I never dared speak to him, but 
I ve had my hands all over every inch of that hard ass in the pit. 
Last show I saw him at though he marched up to me afterwards & intro- 
duced himself, & then he was gone before I could stammer: "Let's go 
play house ..." 
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* hD WCUA - -^ve thought that 
a Tie re decade after Sid and Nils 
did it, home pink would finally" 
eaten on? Nowadays, J.D.s croducrs 
are getting reviewed in all the 

lv?u-i* n f Ce fag Publications, from 
^.NCsHc.^ (left; to Maximum RocknRoll 
irtgnt). According to an inside 
source, INCHES reviewer editor John * 

Rowcerry predicts *na: :r. another te 
years the editors of J.D.s will be ~ 
patting out glossy gay oorr.o like 
ne does and making a small fortune. 

?! be 9 to differ, although I suppose 
it woula heat tre nell out of living 
n c ne go^aamn or a eg r ass . As to the 

MHR reviewer, we do sympathize.^ 
although not cemg straignt ourselves, ~ h 
- can only guess w.oat he must be 
going tnrougn. Wo forgive him. as long 
as ne doesn't try to take our place on 
t.e cross iwe most straight reviewers 
ot J.D.s do. is crowded enough as 

it is. Oh, and just to clear things 
up, we're definitely anti. 
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Sincerely . 
Bruce 




I could tell right away 


this guy 


was a damaged personality like me 


If I were to tell you that 
I picked up a guy the night before 
m Y sx-boy friend 1 s funeral and gave 
him a blow- job in a washroom at the 
bus station, would you think I was 
sick? Because that's just what I 
did. I felt like the guy in that 
French novel I had to read for 
English once — the one everybody 
thought was crazy because he went 
to see a 3 Stooges picture or what- 
ever the night of his mother's 
funeral. As for me and Butch, we'd 
been split for a year when he did 
himself, so even though I had still 
considered him my future-ex-old-man, 
it wasn't as if we'd been fused 
together recently or anything. I 
know what you're thinking - l*ve 
been hanging out with business 
boys too long , and become as hard 
as nails, like Butch. Let me fill 
in the blanks, then you decide. 

I was sitting alone in the 
Terminal Restaurant at the bus sta- 
tion hunched over a bottomless cup 
of coffee like I always am when I 
need to think long and hard about 
something, when I spotted this 
Butch number in the booth across 
the way. That's what Butch always 
called them - butch numbers - guys 
who seem to turn other guys on on 
purpose but claim not to be fags 
themselves. Actually I guess 
that's how 3utch got his name in 
the first place - you didn't think 
his mother named him that, did you? 
Anyway, I could tell right away this 
guy was a damaged personality like 
me, so naturally I was interested. 

His straight black hair, which was 
shaved to the skull all the way up 
the back but hung down at least a 
foot in front, was dangling just 
above, and occasionally in, his 
coffee cup, which was so full its 
contents subconsciously sloshed 
over the brim every time he nervous- 
ly kicked the table. I guess he put 
too much cream in it, or the waitress 
was looking at her watch when she 
refilled it, or at his tattoos - 
by this time he had rolled up his 
sleeves to reveal two arms plaster- 
ed with scary looking tats. I could 
make out some of the bigger ones - 
skull and cross bones, angel of death 
MOTHER across a broken heart. Every 
once in a while he'd sweep the hair 
out of his face, lower his lips to 
the cup and take a sip; only then 
could I see the alarming thickness 
of nis black eye-liner (I thought he 
had two shiners at first) and the 
Charles Manson-like intensity of his 




so naturally 


I 


stare. He had sunken eyes and cheeks, 
and his skin was a pale green - very 
Dawn of the Dead. He had an imoos- 
sibie-to-count number of goid hoops 
in his left ear only, and one in his 
nose, like a bull. 

The first time I saw him I wanted 
to fuck him, I'm not kidding. I mean 
not fuck him, get fucked by him, is 
what I mean. I could tell right away - 
and I would soon be proven correct - 
that he had one of those trick bodies 
like with his clothes on he looked 
real skinny and scrawny, but when he'd 
take off his shirt, he'd have this 
chest, the kind of chest that drives 
[ craz Y, like you just want to squeeze 
i hls nipples until he's forced to slap 
1 your face. And when he’d take off his 
pants, he'd have these legs, these gym 
class legs with coarse black hair that 
could make me come just like that by 
brushing against them. And I could 
imagine that neat, square little goatee 
of his sweeping around the vicmitv of 
my asshole . . . 

Mow you may be wondering why I 
was getting so worked up over some 
stranger in a crummy restaurant at 
the bus station while Butch was lying- 
cold somewhere across town. To be 
honest, the only person I'd had sex 
with since Butch dumped me for the 
square life was - Butch. Every few 
months he'd get tired of his secretary 
girlfriend or his army girlfriend or 
his skinhead girlfriend - whatever triD 
he was on at the time - and come run- 
ning to me for some gay relief. I'd 
resist for about five seconds, then 
get down on my hands and knees. But 
now that Butch was gone for good, there 
was nobody to have sex with, especially 
considering how my appearance had 
changed since I started hanging out 
with Butch four years earlier. Al- 
though I had the good sense not to be- 
come a skinhead, I'd pretty much caught 
up with him in the tattoo department, 
maintained a nice little Taxi Driver 
mohawk, and rarely bathed or changed 
my sox or underwear. I didn't seem to 
attract the average gav boy anymore 
only crazy skinheads like Butch. So 
I guess I was feeling a bit panicky 
about it. I was alone in the world 
now that he was gone, and the thought 
of joining him had crossed my mind as 
I sat there in front of my filthy 
coffee cup, so I grabbed it and walked 
over to the strange one. 

"Mind if i sit down?" 

He scanned the empty restaurant, 
then swept the hair out of his eyes 
in order to look me over. 

"You'll be sorry," he said. 

interested. 


was 


It looked pretty big 


I sat down anyway. 

"You’re going to regret this," he 

said. 

"No doubt. I regret everything." 

I heard Richard Burton say that in a 
movie once. 

"You don't want to get hurt, 
do you?" 

"Hurt?" It came out hopeful. 

"Vanish." He deliberately put 
his hair back over his face. 

"What's your name?" 

There was a long pause, then: 

"Killer . " 

My eyes must have widened, be- 
cause then he said: 

"Listen, why don't you go peddle 
your little ass someplace else." 

I was flattered, but decided to 
ignore his comment for the time being. 

I tried picturing him having sex - 
imagining him with a girl bordered on 
science fiction. He had to be a fag, 
but I couldn't come straight out and 
ask. I'd have to wait til he dropped 
some beads. I tried to make idle 
conversation . 

"So what's the name of your band?" 
It was a shot in the dark. I didn't 
even know if he was in a band. 

Between two strands of hair I 
could see one of his eyes finally 
show a little interest in something 
I’d said. 

""Sex With Dad"," he said with a 
hint of pride. Now I was really con- 
fused. It sounded like a homocore 
band to me, but it was hard to tell 
these days, what with everyone jump- 
ing on the fag bandwagon. 

"How'd you think that up?" I 
naively asked. 

"It's autobiographical," he re- 
plied. "In a way." 

Afraid to ask, I started to talk 
a bit too freely about my own prob- 
lems instead, about Butch and the 
funeral I had to attend tomorrow, 
about my little sister Cookie who 
had recently had a bad accident and 
almost lost an eye, about being de- 
pressed all the time and not being 
able to drag myself out of bed since 
I graduated from high school a year 
ago. I couldn't tell whether he was 
listening or not. Fifteen minutes 
later, when I'd temporarily run out 
of problems to talk about, he said 
this : 

"I don't know who's weirder - 
you or me." 

That's what Iris says to Travis 
in "Taxi Driver". It was like the 
perfect thing to say, because we • 
were both misfits like they were, 
sitting in a restaurant like they 
were, kind of nervous because we 
didn't know each other very well, but 
realizing we had a lot in common. I 
wanted the Jodie Foster role, though. 

"Hev, look," I said. "I have to 
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which almost 

go to the can. You wouldn't do any- 
thing like leave while I'm gone, 
would you?" 

'Killer' just kind of grunted in 
an annoying way. 

"I'll be right ‘back." I 
headed for the washroom figuring I * d 
never see the guy again, but I really 
had to go. Once inside I headed for 
a stall because I have this thing 
called stricture which means I can't 
piss while I'm standing beside some- 
body at a urinal. (Butch was the 
only one I could ever piss beside for 
some reason.) So as I nervously stood 
in this stall with a broken lock so the 
door was half open, suddenly I felt 
something between my legs. It felt 
like a hand grabbing my balls. I 
can't say it struck me as very sexy. 

It reminded me of the time when I was 
about twelve and we took my grandmother 
on a road trip and I guess she got 
bored because at one point as I was 
leaning wayover the front seat be- 
tween my parents to change the radio 
from country and western to pop, 

Grammy grabbed me in that same place. 

I was so embarrassed, I turned really 
red. Mom asked me what was wrong, 
but I couldn't say anything. When I 
returned to my seat. Gram just smiled 
a senile smile and took out her compact 
to powder her already deathly white 
face, her big gnarly, arthritic hands 
delicately clutching her cosmetics. 

This is what I was thinking about as 
I wheeled around to come face to face 
with 'Killer' , whose hand now rested 
on my open fly. Before I knew what 
was happening, ha plunged his tongue 
into my mouth and made like a suction 
pump, his one hand planted on the 
wall behind me, forcing me precariously 
over the open toilet, his other hand 
holding his hair back from his face. 
After some heavy necking he -let the 
toilet seat down behind me and forced 
me to sit. He undid a single button 
at the navel, inviting me to lick his 
hard, flat stomach. From there I 
worked my tongue down over his thick 
leather belt towards his bulging blue- 
jeaned basket. I could see the shape 
of his cock through the denim, angling 
down towards his thigh. It looked 
pretty big, which almost discouraged 
me because contrary to popular opinion, 
I'm not much of a cocksucker. I ran 
my tongue up and down the bulge .until 
finally he let it flop out, and it was 
really pretty big, I have to say. I 
licked it for a while and then I tried 
sucking on it but I started to choke. 
Then we heard the bathroom door open 
so 'Killer' quickly rammed his rod back 
into his jeans, zipped up as best he 
could, and slipped out of the stall. 

I sat on the toilet seat for^ a 
few minutes, trying to figure out 


popular 


opinion, I'm not much 


of 


a 


discouraged me because contrary t< 

exactly what lust haDoened. t ^ 


exactly what just happened. I 
didn't usually get what I wanted, and 
never so soon after I wanted it. I 
worry when good things happen to me, 
because as my mother always used to 
say, things will get better before 
they get worse. Then I thought, of 
course, he'll be gone when I go back 
to the table and I'll never see him 
again. But when I stepped back into 
the restaurant, he was still sitting 
there behind /•his hair, scribbling 

something furiously on a napkin. ■ 

"I'm living in my van, sort of," 
he said as I sat down again, "At 
the moment. Here's a map of my 
• usuaj daily route, with approximate 
times and locations marked here, 
here, and here." He^ rapped off 
each point with a white knuckle, 
then said: "I have to go." 

Leaving, 

he looked like a different person, 
with the back of his head totally 
shavted - he might have been a skin- 
head* But unlike any skin I'd ever 
seen, the ass of his jeans was so 
freyed you could clearly see his 
boxer shorts. Also his leather 
boots were all scuffed and muddy, 
unlike the regulation spitshine 
skinheads and other cops keep on 
theirs . 

I wasn't feeling so bad any- 
more, so I downed my cold coffee 
and split. I benched around the 
nearest park for a while, thinking 
mostly about him. 'Killer'. Don't 
think I hadn't noticed the hesita- 
tion marks the tattoos on his wrists 
had thinly concealed. I could tell 
just by looking at him that his 
teen years had been written on his 
mother's prescrptions , and his father 
never owned an electric razor. I 
pulled out the paper napkin he'd 
given me; on it was a map complete 
with street names and major land- 
marks, and X's indicating one private 
residence and the parking lots of two 
major malls. Beneath each X was an 
approximate time, like 10:00 a.m. to 
6:00 p.m., or 8 o'clock to midnight. 

I guess he had to keep his van moving 
around so it wouldn't get towed or 
vandalized. The private residence 
was in a pretty ritzy neighbourhood - 
maybe his parents' house. It was 
all very mysterious, which made me 
all the more eagre to pursue this 
'Killer' . 

Meanwhile, I had the rest of 
the evening to kill, so I decided 
I better go visit Cookie, who, as I 
mentioned earlier, had recently 
almost lost the sight in one eye in 
a freak accident. She had dug out 
an old slingshot of mine from my 
room and was fooling around with it 
out of boredom in the rec. room one 





Saturday morning, trying to knock 
her Barbies she had posed like fashion 
models off the semi-circular bar that 
■ Mom and Dad occasionally entertained 
from. The elastic broke, snapped back 
and hit her in the eye, temporarily 
knocking one light out. The doctor 
said he wouldn't have to operate, that 
it would heal by itself as long as she 
spent a full week in bed with both 
eyes bandaged, lying perfectly still. 

It sounded like a cure to kill Cookie, 
so I thought I should pay her a visit* 
to make sure she wasn't bouncinq off 
the walls. 

I still have my own set of keys 
to my parents house, so it wasn't 

a problem to sneak in after eleven 
by which time they’d be dead to 
the world. I knew Cookie, who was 
thirteen now, would be up until all 
hours, especially considering she 
had a week off school because of her 
injury. I knocked on her door with 
the heel of my hand muffled by my 
coatsleeve, then entered. 

"Hey, is that you? Do you have 
any cigarettes?" 

Cookie had changed, too. 

She was sitting in a pair of 
Dad's old pajamas on her bed, propped 
up by a ton of pillows, with a note- 
book and pen on her lap, two large 
pieces of white gauze strapped over 
her eyes with white adhesive tape. 

She moved her arms around a lot when 
she talked, but kept her head very 
still and level, like she was balanc- 
ing a dictionary on it. 

I sat on the foot of her bed. 

"Yeah, I have cigarettes. Do 
they know you smoke?" 

"Sure, they know. It's only 
out of boredom. I'm not supposed 
to smoke in the house, but they're 
being extra-nice to me because of this." 
She pointed to her bandages. "So give." 

I put one in her mouth and lit it, 
but didn't have one myself. I didn't 
want to encourage her. She had 
recently learned how to inhale, so she 
was getting a lot of mileage out of it. 
Yes, Cookie was growing up. She was 
still completely flat and skinny, but 
her hair was cut way short now, so 
she had that boyish thing going, yet 
she seemed like she was almost more 
mature than me. 

“Are you going?" She didn’t have 
to say anything else - I knew she was 
talking about the funeral. Not having 
seen him for about a year, she'd taken 
the news of Butch's 'accident' pretty 
well - I think she kind of blamed him 
for me being depressed all the time * 
lately .' 

Sure I am," I said. "Certainly 

I am." 

"I wish I could go. I've never 
been to a funeral." 

"You went to Grammy 's funeral." 


iuu went to Grammy s funeral." 

cocksucker . 1 Killer 1 quickly rammed 
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riis mother was 


there with a veil 


’‘That doesn't count. Sveryoody 
knew she was going to die."' 

"It was still a funeral." 

"Okay, I've never been to a 
surprise funeral." 

She held her am straight our and 
flicked the cigarette ash on whatever 
lay below for emphasis. 

"Well there's just no way," I said. 
"You can’t be moved." 

" Tell me!" It was an expression 
she’d picked up from Butch. "I'm 
dying of boredom. I can't watch TV!" 

"That must be rough," I said, and 
meant it. 

"I'm trying to write a short story." 

"I, uh , see." There were large, 

scrawled, 1 1 legible- looking sentences 
all over the notebook in her lap. 

"It's called "Killing With Love". 
It's about a girl witn a disease..." 

Cookie filled me in on the basic 
dot. Then she told me how much of 
ner life she was wasting in school, 

20wn to the precise number of hours 
and minutes per week, month, and year. 
Then she told me something strange 
about our parents. 

"They go to a funeral a week 
now," sne said. "Dad listens to 
rhe funeral announcements on the radio 
every day to see who made the headlines, 
he says, and he's disappointed if he 
doesn't know anybody. Don't you think 
that ' s sick? " 9 

I couldn't assure her it was be- 
cause I'd already fallen asleep. 

I woke up early when Cookie 
kicked me in the head. She was 
sleeping peacefully - I think she was 
smiling, even. 

I can't remember what I did until 
the funeral. I think I just freaked 
around downtown, chain-drinking take- 
out coffees. I remember going back 
to my apartment to change, but I 
didn't have a suit anyway, so I just 
kept on what I had because I'd been 
wearing black for about a year anyway. 

I remember the funeral pretty well. 
I hated it at first. It wasn't Butch 
at all. The flowers weren't Butch. The 
organ music wasn't Butch. The fancy 
suit they had him ready to be buried 
in wasn't Butch. A skinhead in a suit - 
I couldn't believe it. At least I knew 
it wasn’t really a suit - my Mom told me 
it's split up the back, they just make 
it look like one from the front. 

I was sitting right near the exit 
just in case. There was a lot of 
empty rows in front of me, and then a 
group of adults I'd never seen before 
occupying the front couple of rows, 
probably relatives who wouldn't have 
given him the time of day in life. 

His mother was there, who he hadn't seen 
in about seven years, with a veil on and 
the whole bit. She'd been right: Butch 
did die before he had a chance to spit 
on her grave. She looked like any other 




hustler's mother at her son's funeral - 
kina of relieved he was gone. 

The service hadn't started yet - I 
had to go up now if I wanted to see Butch 
one last time before they closed the 
casket on him for good. The next thing 
I knew I was standing in front of him - 
I couldn't even remember walking up the 
aisle. The first thing I thought was 
there’s been some mistake, this isn't 
my Butch. There was no tattoo on the 
side of his neck (it must nave been 
covered over with make-up): he wasn't 
grinning at me - his mouth, which had 
once been described by a friend as that 
of a Detroit s tree t -walker , was now just 
a cartoon curl, like a Peanuts character. 
His eyes looked like two commas, and his 
hands, once big and powerful as baseball 
mits, were now shrivelled and blue like 
a Muppet ’ s . 

I calmly returned to my seat, glarinc 
on mv way at the family members, who look- 
ed down and coughed into their clammy hate 





The service started to roll - the 
preacr.er droned on about this "fine 
young man" who he didn't even know, 
trying to throw in some 'cool' 
references, like quoting from early 
Bruce Springsteen and born again 
3 oo Dylan. It was all wrong. He 
snould be reciting the words to "You 
Got to Fight for your Right to Party". 

I had to tune out and remember Butch 

the way he really was 

....Butch sat up in his casket. 

No one else could see him do this 
but me - their eyes were all cast down, 
the preacher's up to heaven. Butch 
looked like himself again - mean, 
bored, sexy, shit-eating grin. "Hey," 
he says to me. "What was the last 
time ? " 

It could have been the night we 
aia it at the hardcore show. One 
of those three-initial bands was 
playing - I think it was BFG - I 
remember asking some mohawk what it 
stood for, and he said "Bunch of Fat 
Gays". From the look of them, he 
was probably right, although I'm sure 
it was supposed to be some kind of 
joke against fags. As they smashed 
a few TV sets on stage with an axe, 

I stood inches behind Butch, breathing 
hotly against his shaved neck. He 
knew I was working him, but kept 
looking ahead, only occasionally 
backing his butt into my crotch as if 
by accident. I'm sure we both had hard- 
ons straining against our jeans by 
this time, but it looked like so did 
half the guys in the pit - no one 
would give it a second thought. Butch 
slammed for a while, but true to my 
sissy nature, I just watched and got 
even hotter. When he returned, he 
was grinning and panting and soaked 
to the skin like he was after having 
sex. I couldn't stand it any more, so 
„I suggested we step outside for some 


mother at her son's funeral - 
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air. Butch raised a thick eyebrow and 
led the way. 

In the parking lot we started 
checking car doors to see if any had 
been left unlocked. The lucky vehicle 
was a yellow vw van that seemed to 
have a broken rear door. Butch was 
laughing at something I'd said, bent 
over like he was almost vomiting. I 
straightened him up and shoved him 
inside, wheeling around to make sure 
no one was watching before I closed 
it up. it was totally dark inside, 
bu»: the territory was familiar. i’ 
blew Butch like I never blew him 
oefore. I'm not ususally much of a 
eocksucker, but that night I was 
i:)ose as □ sword-swallower. I think 
I knew somehow that this might be the 
last time ror us. Although his hard 
was definitely on, I had the feeling 
he was someplace else, maybe even 
thinking about somebody else, probably 
a girl. it was almost a challenge to 
show I could do right by him. I 
treated his cock like a lollipop, 
something sweet and good you can't 

get enough of 

I opened my eyes to find myself 
racK at the funeral, and i nappropr i a te- 
: excited. I wasn’t really embarrassed 


Butch would have wanted it that way. 

So I just held my coat over myself 
and walked out of the church to the 
strains of some old Fleetwood Mac 
song being played on the organ (Don’t 
You Look Back?). 

When I found myself on a bench 
in a nearby park and not remembering 
how I got there, I suddenly felt 
very sad, and began to cry until my 
nose ran steadily. I pulled a kleenex 
out of my pocket and blew hard, then 
realized it was actually a napkin, and 
I'd totally smeared the route map that 
my new friend known as 'Killer' had 
given me to locate him by. I started 
to cry even harder because now I 
would probably never see him again 
either. It was the lowest I'd ever 
been. I stumbled through the streets, 
running into people, walking straight 
into traffic and not caring. I 
wandered around until it was dark and 
by that time I was too tired to think 
about getting back to my place, so I 
sat down on the curb with my head 
between my knees and fell asleep. 

I don't know how much later it 
was - probably hours because the 
streets were pretty empty - when I 
was woken up by a firm hand on my 
shoulder. I looked up to see some- 
body' s head against the light of a 
streetlamp. Whoever it was, it made 
him look like he had a halo on or 
something. 

’’What are you doing sleeping in 
the gutter?" he asked. 

"Is your name really Killer?" I 
asked . 




"When I was a kid my Dad used 
to come home from work every night 
and he’d say "Hey, Killer" and my 
friends heard it and it stuck." 

He had his hair up under a 
hunting cap turned backwards now. 

It reminded me of something. 

"Wanna go for a ride?" 

The sex we had in the van in 
the deserted mall parking lot with 
all the curtains drawn was good. 

We were totally straight, and he 
had an ample supply of condoms in 
the glove compartment. He fucked 
me really hard and pulled me up on 
his dick and I sat on it, wanting 
it as far up my ass as possible. r 
came as he fucked me, and then he 
pulled out and came over my chest 
as I pinched and bit his chest 
and armpits, which he really likes. 

I don’t know why I cried when I came 
but I did. Was it because I’d lost 
an old friend or gained a new one? 
You tell me. 


Bruce LaBruce 

I don ' t know 
why I cried 
when I came, 
but I did. 



kind of relieved he 


was gone . 


Department ol 

Fr«Jfral Bureau of Prisons 


Returned Correspondence 



Dear J.D.s 

Do you have a penpal list in your zine? If you 
ever come across anyone wanting to write a few 
death row prisoners .send me their names and I'll 
send them penpals. 

John Edward Swindler #SK 868 Maximum Security Ur 
Death Row, Star Route Qox 22-B 
Tucker .Arkansas 72168-8713 U.S.A. 




// 


Donny ThePunk is back inside. We can't 
go into details, but in a recent phone 
call he told us that he wants people to 
write. Due to his *rep* don't send any- 
thing provocative & please use his real 
name; Donald Martin 09368-054 
Mohawk Unit P.O.Box 900 
Raybrook.N.Y. 12977 U.S.A. h 




THE BOY 


THE CLOSET 


Bruce LaBruce captures 


his new discovery 


KLAUS 


fhe Weekend of a Hairdresser 


in a candid pose 


during the filming of 


NO SKIN OFF MY ASS - 




tender love story of a 


punk 


ser obssessed with 


a young, silent. 


baby-faced 


skinhead. 


fly when the 


s dyke sister 


ONE OF BRUCE'S BOYS 


GAYTOWN productions. 



firm, muscular little arse was expose d^ shoot, fucking do it NOW !” 

Fuck, I could hold back no longe 


‘‘Kiss my fucking arse queer 
He lowered himsdi 
— I kissed his 
between his 
For 
miliate 

and vct/ r 7x1 on. I 
inside my 
cock, but he 1 

x 

illy he untied f Xae 

bVOj.> the living 
kncCTwith my back 
restrained a wiin. H' 
stood ovej 
throbbing 
thin white .4^ 
pulled the pouch 
into my mouth. 

‘*1 haven’t w? 
week, so my y 0n bet- 

ter give me tyV^^jfc<,ig blow rjf 
I’ve ever ha 
I was 
never dr 
fucke 
othe. 
sumiri 

i 

was goin^ way 

gripped my hc»2^ween his hands 
thrust at a furious rate, moaning “Take it 
you fucking queer cunt, oh take it!” 

He shot in my mouth — I loved 
taking that handsome young skinhead’s 
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• -as my spunk splattered on his boots 
Tiad to moan “Skins rule, skins rule” ove 
:er. B , ^ 

*n h< 

. ... ^ !ck nr 

spunk off £ 

Afterwards he toJ', Vt he wJ 
turned on having mr /reds slave • i 
I willing to serve kvon a regular 
starting with the/fft session thefri 
ing Saturday t? I more tha> 
ingly agree^/ 

Gref S J don’t have to come to th° 
come straight here, and k 
V start the session the second 
e door.” 

Saturday when I 
vas feeling hot and 
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(O fil 


or about a A? . g? 1 'pec> 


yhen he opened the door 
]* was standing there in 
— ’"f_~n? rV leather 
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I changed and he took me into the 
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LIKE PUNK NEVER HAPPENED 5 .s « S “ 

People should have the right to porno as 
ong is no one is hurt (like children). Many male 
punks out there may enjoy seeing erotic pictures 
pf female punks. But as we all know, if someone 
were to put out a “straight* version of JD's, they 
would be nailed to a cross in a minute. I’m not 
putting down gays, women or anyone. I’m just 
saying our sexual values may be a little screwed 



BRUCE LABRUCE 



GAYTOWN productions. 


G.B. JONES 


a movie by 
BRUCE LABRUCE 


Shockingingly candid, emotions 
brutal yet deeply compassiona 
Ae story of young boys on the 
make in the big city 


introducing KLAUS 






photos of KLAUS by ffiLTE 
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Do Doc Martens have a special smell? 


Could you'describe Doc Marten boots 
for those of our readers who haven’t 
been to England and tell us about their 
importance for skinheads? 

Doc Marten boots are like combat 
boots, only they have thicker soles. They 
are the most important part of a 
skinhead s "uniform" and no self re- 
specting skin would be seen in dirty 
boots, a real skinheads boots are clean 
and shiny. If wont with jeans, the jeans 
are rolled up to the top of the boots, and 
if worn with combat/ camouflage trou- 
sers, the trousers are tucked into the top 
of the boots, so the boots are always fully 
shown. DM's come in 2 colors, black 
and oxblood, and in 5 heights — in the 
USA they are called 6, 8, 10, 12 or 14 
rows of eyelets, I prefer the English 
" classification ” , they are simply called 
6,8, 10, 12 or 14 hole boots. The 8 hole 
boots (I have a pair in oxblood) are 
about 8 112 " tall but my favorites are my 
black 14 holes, which are just over 12“ 
tall. There is a special skinhead store in 
London where they buy their boots, etc. 

Do Doc Martens have a special smell? 

They smell great. If they are well looked 
after, polished regularly, etc., they don’t 
lose that strong smell of leather. 

I really got off on the way Gordon or- 
dered you to keep your hands at your 
sides, then put a hand behind your head 
and pushed his sox into your face Did 
his boots and his sox have a good smell? 

Gordon's boots smelled great — the 
main smell was of leather, with a 


“touch" of sweaty feet. 


Only a touch? 

Most skinheads pride themselves on 
their cleanliness — apart from personal 
hygiene, they take pride in their appear- 
once — I’ve never known a skinhead to 
wear filthy sox or stained briefs. 

Did Gordon ever gag you with oneof his 
sox, or force your face into a boot? 

No, but Gary had a nice little trick — 
he’d tie the laces of one of his boots 
round my balls sol'd have to stand there 
with his DM boot swinging between my 

legs. 

After your home sessions with Gordon 
ended, did he ever use you and abuse you 
outside? 

No. 

Did you and he remain friends? 

Yes, but not as close as we had been. I 
got very jealous because he got quite a 
reputation for fucking every girl he 

could. 

That jibes more with my impression of a 
skinhead. I always had the impression 
they were rough, working class kids 
who’d just as soon kill a gay as look at 
him. 

Thai's a fairly accurate perception. The 
majority do hate "niggers, queers and 
jews”, and those sort don't interest me 
at all — racism disgusts me. However, 

when 1 was living in London (77-85} 
there were a lot of skins on the gay scene 

They smell great. 


M any claimed not to be gay at all. saying 
i that they were turned on dominatini 
abusing and sexually assaulting a queer 
bootlicker. It fits in with the image — 
skins are supposed to be tough and ag- 
gressive, so it’s a mark of “ superiority B 
if you can get a guy to submit to yow 
control. A lot of skinhead masters areni 
on the scene — they are the types wk 
put ads in personal columns in maga- 
zines. The types I can't stand are tk 
fake skins, guys who are just into tk 
image, so they get their hair cropped 
wear the clothes, but never becom 
more than fakes. 

Was Gary just into the image? 

Gary was a real skinhead, but he wa 
100% gay. 

Did he ever take you out and humilian 
you publicly? 

No. 

£ * Was he ever nice to you, or did he 
always treat you like a contemptible 
slave? 

He was u nice ” to me during times wt 
sat around talking and having a beer 
etc. but in a session he treated me will 
nothing but contempt — he could keep 
1-1 it up for hours. * 

to What did you say in the first letter ya 
wrote to him, when you applied for tit 
job of slave? 

/ jqst made sure it was a letter he wod 
take^nptice of. / wrote frankly and ho* 
estly about my admiration for youq 
skins, wr oieifilengih about my initim 

by Gordon, and also at length aba 
what I imagined him ( Gary) doing tout 
The letter was very respectful, son 
what groveling, and / made it clean 
wasn't a time-waster, i.e. “If / prom 
to do certain things for you ! really wl 
do them' . and basically said t hataslouf 
as you don’t want to shit on me, beam 
up, or kick me around, I'm yours ft 
whatever purpose you have in mind I 
think Gary sensed the honesty in if 
letter. Incidentally, he showed meot 
letter from another ” applicant" and i 


/ 



enhanced the honesty of mine because 
this guy was full of shit. He basically 
said that he wanted to be tied up and 
raped by 6 teenage skinheads, and 
wanted to be strangled as the last boy 
fucked him — sick stuff, as far as I'm 
concerned. 

Were Tony and Paul the only boys he 
allowed to use you, or were there others? 

They were the only ones. 

Did you always address them as Sir? 

Yes, as 1 did with Gary. 

Did you ever meet them when you were 
not being Gary’s slave? 

No. They were either there when l ar- 
rived for a session, or they arrived dur- 
ing a session. 


Did you ever fail to perform to Gary’s 
satisfaction, and did he punish you for 
it? If so, how? 

Gary was never dissatisfied with my 
performance, but sometimes he would 
punish me in a very “cruel" way. Some- 
times when T d satisfied him he'd tell me 
to get dressed and would then “ escort " 
me to the bus stop and wait for the bus to 
arrive. He knew it would take me an 
hour or so to get home (I'd have a hard 
on all the way), and I had to call him as 
soon as I got home and wank off as l 
talked to him on the phone. 

Did he always make you say “skins rule, 
skins rule,” when you jerked yourself 
off in front of him? 

No. He sometimes forced me into “con- 
fessions" , for example, he'd get Tony 
and Paul to stand over me: 

“ Do you like these boys?" 

"Yes sir." 

"Why?" 

" Because they're goodlooking, 
smooth, muscular skinheads sir.” 

"How old are they?" 

"16 sir." 

"You fucking bastard, you like teenage 
boys?" 

"Yes sir." 

"You're a fucking dirty queer — what 
are you?" 

"A fucking dirty queer sir " 

"Queers like you are only good for 
two things — what are they?" 

"Licking boots and sucking cock sir." 

What became of Gordon? 

When I left school we lost contact for a 
while, and / bumped into him and his 
girlfriend in a bar a couple of years 
later. Sadly, although he was still a 
rough, tough youth he was no longer a 
skinhead. The last I heard was a few 
years later, he’d been seen by one of my 
friends, was married and had 3 kids — 
what a fucking waste! 


Did he always make you say “skins rule, -;j | 
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Being handcuffed to iron rings in walls, or 
to anything at all, seems to me pretty much 
the ideal way to keep the majority of skin- 
heads, who I’ve always thought have a little 
too much that is neo-nazi about them, and too 
little that is proud, honest, clean and unbigo - 
ted (my word, my italics). (The minority of 
skinheads, on the other hand, such as the one 
described in Issue 6, could turn me into their 

boot slave anytime.) I was happy, therefore, 
when I received a letter from a reader out 
West who’d been delighted with Issue 6 and 
sent me pictures of his own “favorite Skin” 
being put in his place. 'This Daddy’s Boy.” 
he writes, “always obeys his Daddy, and he 
always submits to his Daddy’s discipline. 
Daddy’s Boy is wearing his favorite Doc 
Martins: red, steel toe, 14 holers. He thinks 
they are the perfect fashion compliment to 
bis sage-green bomber jacket. Of course, 
white boot laces are de rigueur. 




“skinheads are too much into ne©-] azism to 
hold the fascination of a proud^honest and 
clean working-class youth cult” 


Because British skins are famous for 
behaving like thugs at football (rugby) 
matches, especially those played away from 
home, the managers of the football clubs, 
“who were hoping to turn football watching 
into a family outing. ..reacted by increased 
policing of the fans and by herding them into 
segregated areas of the terraces. Special 
spiked fences were erected, there was the 
Arsenal cage, and one club was rumoured to 
have an underground room in which unruly 
fans were handcuffed to iron rings let into the 
walls.” 







SKINHEAD 1969: YOUTH FORCED TO LICK BEST FRIEND’S BOOTS 


Living in a small town in the North 
of England hadn't done much to teach 
me about sex. At 14, 1 was totally 
innocent — I knew I liked looking at 
other boys in the shower at school, but 
didn’t know what to do about it Gordon 
would soon rectify that. 

He was my best mate at schoo* . 
year older than me and a real -* 
cute and clean lookin'" ^jsely 

cropped bio- shiny, combat- 

style c, _ ^\>Sots and tough, aggm' 
^ £Y\V^e would make ^ r v \Vv 
th -aening if you didn’t k^ 
was always getting 
wearing his J "J^ool, but he 
didn’t gi* Every break and 

lun^‘ u go behind the bike sh' 

^C^ctte— it didn’t take ns 
^se that every time I *?aon 

I got a hard on - - infusion. 

One 1»’' 4 > *e were having a 

smok^ uggcsicd that we miss 

asses and go round to hi° 
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“I wasn’t fucking joking, and I 
wasn’t asking you to do it. I’m telling 
you. Now get on your fucking knees." 

I wa« .’deriy scared, very scared 
so T \Cp; . was almost in tea*- 
JP, O . «ne big shiny boot** * ^ ' 

from my face. 

lV “Lick them.” Q\> 

I starts -.e toe-cap of one 
boot. »' X 'y, at first, then mor- -.O' 
w . * -aiised I was enjo* ' > 

teel my cock grow* # XOVoing 
0 X .^rd. \ ^ 

“Youfu ,uu love it don’t 

your ^ 

me spend about ten min- 

.ug them all over. 



# Stop. Now unlace them ** ^ 


** \\ 

\cA; 


l thought “what the he) 1 " 

^ ^ eed. He lived close to tfv>yi ■*> 
ten minutes later we w ***** 
room. Saying that he was getting 
changed, he unbuttoned his shirt and 
took it off, revealing his smooth, boy- 
ishly muscled body — strong shoulders 
and arms, shapely little chest, and wash- 
board stomach. He stood over me and 
sneered as he looked down at me. 

“I want you to get down on your 
knees and lick my fucking boots.” 


them off." I did as I was tr ’ v the 
socks, and give them, . put your 

arms down by Xid don’t even 

think of ss 

^ } nand behind my head, 

>c other, covered my nose - « 
yy -n with the socks. 

“Sniff them, breather** ^y." 

I couldn’t belie'* ./as hap- 

pening, it felt O^Long, but the 
smell of sw # 5 ^ leader 

wasn~’^^igmeon. Still holding 
. Afver my face he unbutton^ 

[ Vart and pulled it off, then r* (>0 
uown, unzipped my trouser* at 

my hard cock, and start ' \\0 ^ with 
iL I’d dreamt aboi» # «<v^^ying with 


rv 

my cock, this '* < * ulible. 


What vU next surprised me 

even- Oy -c knelt behind me, pulled 
" oehind my back, and tied 

I laughed- I don t think I could do ^togetherwithoneofthe*' 

that Gordon. \ ^ pulled me up and pushed a the bed 

An unexpected slap soon took the ^ ^ mybact j . 4^V ftc ^k his 

smile off my face. trousers off, then stcCv oy the bed, rub- 

HH bing the front of his tiny purple briefs. 



£ *oing to make you do *** « 

I Ifriend does for - 

" ^0* cased his briefs^ «\ .aforthe 
-i time in my naked boy 

with an erecti'* ^C^antcd him so bad. 

He ^ my trousers and briefs 

and * *$>\cr me with his face inches 

^m mine. 

C* "‘You like boys don’t you?" 

“No." 

Another hard slap 
brought rr»' ^0 my 
senses,^.* 

truth or 
-y hurt you. 
a like boys don’t 
you?" 

“ YeS ” 

He sne^ 

fuckin? no- 

tk*' ^ you look at 
p spat in my face 

rubbed it all over, 
then forced two fingers 
in my mouth and made 
me suck them. “Get 
used to it * -VII be suck- 

* J1 m y 

W Gripping my head 
1 oetween his hands, he 
forced his mouth ag? ; nst 
mine and begar 
me sava^’-A^^ pas- 
sions his hard 

v - ^ oody thrust 
me, I could feel 
' our cocks rubbing to- 
gether, fuck it felt good. 

He reached down. 



s «•„ 

wantl) 



clenched his fist round my cock and 
started to wank me. 

“Do you want me to toss you off?” 






“Oh yes Gordon, yes.” 

I cried out in pain as he grabbed my 
balls and twisted them hard. ‘That’s 
your first mistake slag. You’re mine , 
and you don’t tell me what you want. 
Got it?” 

“Yes.” 

He knelt over my face, and to my 
shock, nibbed the tip of his cock against 
my lips. 

“Open up.** f r \>v 

When I hesitated, he ** .<ie 

and spit in my face A 

“I fuckin<* gp open up, so do it” 
He r Tnis tool in my mouth 


an' 1 . 

H QV t eah, choke on it bitch, no 1 ' 
mucking.” 

I obeyed — shocked w , , ie was 
doing to me, but \uoly turned 

on — there 1 v \V)^Vu, tied up, with a 
dirty, n>' ^ /Oung skinhead boy’s 
cock / mouth. As I sucked he 
moaneu obscenities, thrusting faster and 
faster, really pumping my face. Maybe 
five minutes passed and my jaws began 
to ache. 

“Oh fuck I’m going to shoot” q 
1 tried to turn my head * 1 

thought I’d throw up if i 

mouth, but he gr^* ^ ; nea 
harder. 

* 9 ^O^ueer, you re gonna take 

oh fuck!” 

He cried out as the first bolt of hot 
creamy spunk hit the back of my throat 
I was surprised to find it was sweet as J . 
swallowed it — I had no choice an* 
Eventually his thrusts ** 
got off and I started to a A 
“Did I say ^ 

“No.” \ 

-^**8 stay there until I 

A ie left the room and returned a 
couple of minutes later with some 


lengths of rope — shit, what was + 
going to do now? He turned 
down, untied me, and re-t^ I 

with the rope, much n .me sock 

had been. Thea 1 - my legs wide, 
tied each \P-.c comer of the bed, 
and )^'^ap5.«e. I heard him go into the 
\ and showering, and it seen" ^ 
eternity before he retu£ ~ O v 
walked back in — hewas^ .iie’d 

put his boots back w * .»ad an erec- 
tion again. iiuge cock was 

smeary ’ <3 ^eline. He stood where 
5m and played with himseil . 
ve never fucked another boy, 
\>\*nd I know you’ve neve had a cock up 
your arse. This could be interesting. ” 
With horror, I suddenly realised 


me. 





; to 


xi r “Oh fuck me Gordn' 

“You wan f ' 

“Oh * my brains out.” 

O m to fuck me — slowly at 
.adding in power and intensity 
ft\i\ his hard young body was slam- 
ming against mine, almost pulling his 


my 
'nead even 


what he intended to do to me. lbeg^« 
struggle against the ropes and \ 

“No please don’t, don’t d^-V^Vne.” 

He jumped on t p' ^C/S^id forced 
my bound wric ‘<^\py oack, causing 
considcn» v -y*0\ 

* unt. I’m going to fuck you 
you want me to or not — fuck- 
, i iake this” 

He rammed the head of his cock 
inside me — nothing happened fo** 
moment, then the wave of pain % 
it felt like I was being 




iiove?” 


"Take it ou> out” I 

screamed.' 

In iorced my face into 

'"Vi muffle my shouts and 
led to push he cock deeper into 
,.i/ tight virgin arse. 

I sobbed as the tough young skin- 
head raped me, impaling me with his 
cock. Finally I could i eel that he was all 


cock all the way out before ramming it 
back in. The ropes were biting into my 
wrists and ankles, but I didn’t care. We 
both moaned uncontrollably as his 
thrusts grew more frenzied — he 
reached under me. gripped my cock a r 
wanked me as he fucked. Fasie. 
fas^V* 

^ ’-** r bitch, fucking take it!” 

V* He cried out as he shot his load deep 

inside me, and at the same time I began 
to shoot — it felt like I’d died and goo'” 
to heaven. J’Ajf. 

After that day Gordon -/ 

opportunity to use Wi, i n . 
stead of going sheds at 

lunchtime* jL into a cubicle 

in YvCr ^ where he’d force me 
and make me lick his boots 
^ -»id suck him off. Once or twice a week, 
he’d take me home, and although I knew 
it would mean being tied up, being ver- 
bally abused and humiliated and raped, 

I submitted willingly. In a few short 
weeks I went from a virgin to a fm 
fledged skinhead’s boot-boy. ® 
All good things con* 
one afternoon his ^me home 

early from w- caught us at 

it Ne v ' C^Fiool Gordon told me 
\V^ons would have to stop. “If 


the way in - b. wrapped his strong “ aUght me fudcing 8 * W * Fd in 


arms round and just lay there ^ ^ 
of me, k .mg me get used 
ir -me. Asthepa J v«\jC^ u:eded, 
.mg of over- 


il was replaced 
whelming eP 




I 


ible, but if they caught me doing 
something queer, my Dad would fuck- 
ing kill me ” I didn’t get the chance to 
serve another skinhead for several 
years, but it was well worth the waiL 




SKINHEAD 1983: 

“THE DOOR OPENED AND IN WALKED TWO YOUNG 
SKINHEAD BOYS" 

An ad in the latest issue of "Stud” That evening I sat down and wrote 
magazine caught my eye. "Skinhead, him a lon 8 let"* 'escribing how skin- 
2 1 . seeks boot-slave willing to submit to hcads f, ^l ‘ ow *’ d lost m y vir * 

bondage, verbal abuse/humiliation etc. \\C ^ J-an al agc o{ 14 » 811(1 

Send name and address only to EU > *' / what I was willing " do for him. 

I complied with the ^ V t S'? I half expecte^ • \ £ % hea r from 
about ten days later 1 \ Pterin him, but a fr'- ~ called me. 

the mail. G*- ^ been a skin Hcs ?'X* y letter was fucking 

since \V- ne explained that he " .\yC* - choosing me from the 

wai wne letter to all the guy? * . ^ ‘applicants”, and after talking 

had *noen to him, and ^ \Cf *or 20 minutes, he decided that he defi 

would be choosing ~ to nitely wanted * £ jc. We set a date 

train on a regui~ A enclosed for tha» vening, he told me 

envelop- . a photo, and he his pan of to- \*md 

w?' at it and write to' A ' Vocd which bus sto** ’q£S * <*ait 
^ .w I felt about the **’ '^T Going aero?- ;o ^oie bus that 




nim. 


sayi 

exactly what I was wili ; * Q" 

When I opened the velope and 

saw his photo I nearl, ^ reamed my jeans 
— he was blond, very good 

muscular, wearing tinu ^C^enim 
shorts, a white mesh tar\ cop, and big 
black Doc Marten boots. He looked 
mean, sexy, just the son of skin I wanted 
to serve and obey. 


% <lO - 
night I w?" ^ ^ uiid twice, almost 

deci ij ^ack and not go through 

- imally got to the bus stop he 

^V^nbed, checked my watch — ten 

minutes early, so I smoked a cigarette as 

I waited 

"All right John, how are ya?” 

I turned, and there he was — "God, 
he’s even sexier than in the photo” I 
thought as he gave me a firm handshake. 





He was wearing camouflage fatigues 
and tank top, the streetlights were re- 
flected by the shiny toe-caps of his men- 
acing boots. "Come on, let’s get back to 
my place.” 

After walking for a few minutes we 
arrived at his flat and he showed me 
round, kitchen, bathroom, living room, 
guest room, and then his bedroom. I 
noticed that he’d set his weight training 
bench up facing a full-length mirror on 
the wall, and my mouth went dry when I 
saw ropes and handcuffs laid out on the 
bed, ready for use. 

We went into the living room and sat 
for a while talking, drinking a beer, and 
watching a hot video that he’d got in 
Holland. Eventually he said "Right, I 
think it’s time we gotstaned. Go into the 
bathroom, strip off, get into what I* ve put 
out for you. Come back in here and stand 
there” — he pointed to the centre of the 
room. 

I stood in the bathroom and looked 
in the mirror, half filled with excitement, 
and half with fear. I’d got changed into 
the "uniform” — army-style camouflage 
shorts and a matching tank top — I was 
already getting a hard on. 

I went into the living room and 
stood to attention as he ’d told me. I heard 
him come in and he faced me. 

"You want to be my slave?” 

"Yes sir.” 

"You’ll let me tie you up and hu- 
miliate you?” 

"Yes sir.” 

He put his hand on the front of my 
shorts and rubbed. 

44 You’ 11 let me use you for sex any 
way I want?” 

"Yes sir.” 

He spit in my face, and I could feel 
it trickling down my cheek. He gave an 
evil grin. 

"I just hope you realise what you ’ ve 
let yourself in for.” 

He picked up a heavy, studded 
leather collar, fastened it round my neck, 
and secured it with a padlock he 
put a leather cuff on ‘ •-lied 

my arms behind ~ VT^odlocked 
the cuffs * *8 a l eadier strap 

he conneiT^Tv cuffs to the back of my 
collar so ruy wrists were immobilised 
half way up my back. Finally he knelt 
and clicked a pair of shackles round my 
ankles. 


He grabbed a handful of hair and 
pulled so I had to lean over backwards — 
his handsome, sneering face was inches 
away from mine. He spit again. 

"You fucking queer, what am I 
going to do with you? Get on your 
fucking knees.*’ He forced me down. 
"You licked a skinhead’s boots before?" 

"Yes sir.” 

"Do it good or you’ll fucking regret 
it" 

1 eagerly licked his boots all over, 
he continued to spit on me and verbally 
abuse me. 

"Yeah, grovel you fucking queer, 
you love licking a skinhead’s boots I 
don’t you?" % 

He told me to stop, put a 


“Look at yourself in the mirror... 
You look like a real cunt don’t you?" 
"Yes sir." 

“What do you look like?" 


chest, and pushed . 






I . door. He 
.a lay on the floor 


"A cunt sir." 

"Again, I didn’t hear you." 

"A cunt SIRI" I shouted. 

wearing a jockstrap unde* ,us 

firm, muscular little * ^^ift^posedto 
me. 

“K’*' ^OXung arse queer.” ^ ^ 

• * cred himself onto my far** 

his arse, sticking my ^ '** Bd °" the second 

between his cheeks as far as^* \ tf 5 * y °“ ^ mC ^“* h ** door 


Fuck, I could hold back no longer 
my spunk splattered on his boots I 
had to moan "Skins rule, skins rule" over 
and over. 

As a final ac* •liliation he 
forced me down \ j ^uc me lick my 
spunk off** 

* ^ -4 ne told me he was really 

naving me as his slave* ^was 
yn\* >\<L^is, 
A< y^w\iollow- 
ing Saturday p^\ Jn than will- 
ingly agr^^O^ 

* <j0n 1 ***** 10 comc 10 
sCST’ , so come straight here, and be 


took off hi 

nex a/ O vx 

* me all over. 

I began to lick his smooth chest 
his muscles flexed appreciate X 
sucked on his nipples. 

"Yeah, suck » K lastard.’’ 

After ^-mpits I worked 

my w? ^0\,iard washboard stom- 
ach -\ gripped my head and forced 
my face into the bulge in his trousers. 

"Fucking eat it bitch." 

I licked and nibbled the bulge, feel- 
ing it grow and harden. 

He jumped up and attached a chain 
to my collar. 

“Come on, it’s time you really 
learnt how to fucking serve a skinhead." 

I shuffled behind him as we went 

into the kitchen. He opened the fridps * ^ 

\ **--«er beer or have a cigar*' O.v re- 
suming the assault .«• Tjcnewhe 


his cheeks as far as X 
For about an hou* \ -i, hu- 

miliated and abo- -^eX^^aing more 
and more I- \ fcr » was longing for 
him tf ^^,V.ide my shorts and play 
Wp ~ock, but he clearly wasn’t 
*X to. 

Finally he untied me and ’ 
back into the living room J me 

kneel with my back^Vj^. and I was 
restrained agair a tape on, and 

stood over me a? ne watched it His 
throbbing cock was straining against the 
thin white material of the jockstrap — he 
pulled the pouch aside and plunged it 
into my mouth. 

"I haven’t wanked off fo* 


The following Saf .V^. when I 
rang his doorbell I • ^CNing hot and 
readytoserve ’’ opened the door 
1 gasped 

A 0 V» 


was standing there in 
tiny black leather 


week, so my balls are bu^ oet- 

ter give me the be-- , jiow job 
I’ve ever had ” vO V ' 

I w*v ^ ^ suck cock like I’ve 

ncv ~~ for a Ion 8 time * 
fc^.iiy face, breaking off to - 


took out a beer and opened 
"You like beer?" 'cP 
"Yes sir.” O « 

He 


situl from the can. 


was going to r <0Xie way — he 
gripped ip^ V '* w een his hands and 
ibni c ^ -os rate, moaning ‘Take it 

" .O' 


spit it out v Ww, and laughed. He led me 4 Tmg queer cum, oh take it!” 
into his bedroom and removed the .qO ric s* 101 * n m y mouth — w 
Strain is. flkv takim? that hnTvforvm#* UAIW * CL 

“Get on the fuckin? \ ** 


-IK 


I obeyed — *** \ was part- 
way up, so I • ^ng, half lying. 

He stretc.A^l -»ms above my head 
and tied m wrists to the barbell sup- 


-ad’s 


taking that handsome you* / $ 
load. 

\ ^ 

turned me to face the 

jO ..rwvhf-r rui 


tv 


another tape on. 


, Ooc Marten boots, leather tank 
studded master’s collar, a studded 
leather gauntlet (wrist to elbow) on each 
forearm, fingerless leather gl**es, mir- 
ror sunglasses hiding 

Skinheads tur* & I love the 
look, feel, on the taste of 

leather v/ary dressed like that 

..id. 

-ii»" he commanded. “^Afijnd 
*>ut these on" — he thre* snorts 

and a tank top at 

I chang*^ ^>ok me into the 
bedroo*' .o again tied me down 

"jie weights bench. ^ 

He was tying the last V^.ithe 
doorbell rang. 

"Good tir* * 

He c* ^ie restraints and left 
the o' ,»eard him go to the front 
n voices — shit, what was 
Jr *i«g on? For the first time I was fright- 
ened. I strained against the ropes and 
handcuffs but it was no good, he’d made 
a good job of securing me to the bench. 
For about half an hour I lay there, just 
waiting for whatever he had in store for 


_ *vaich the tape, and wank yourself 

ports; tied my ankles to the legs of \}QP — you taiow what I want you to do." 
bench; a rope passed under the bench 0° screen two cute boys were 

and tied round my waist, and another satisfying their lust as I wanked, 
round my neck completed the restraint “Come on slag, I want to see you 

He stood behind me. shoot, fucking do it NOW !" 


The door suddenl y opened and I got 
the second surprise of the evening — in 
walked two young skinhead boys. One 
was blond, the other dark haired, very 
cute. Both were dressed the same — 











sinppea 10 inc waist, 
wearing camouflage fa- 
tigues and boots. 

My cock twitched in 
my shorts as I looked at 
their smooth, boyishly 
muscled bodies, and real- 
ised I was powerless to 
stop them from doing 
whatever they wanted to 
me. 

The blond boy 
spoke. “So you’re the 
fucking queer Gary’s 
been telling us about?” 

“Yes sir.” 

He grinned. “Shit, 
listen to that Tony, he 
calls a 16 year old boy 
‘sir’.” 

“Yeah Paul, show 
him who’s fucking boss.” 

The kid straddled the 
bench and stood over me, 
posing and flexing, run- 
ning his hands down his young torso 
onto the front of his trousers. 

“Like what you see?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“I want to hear you talk dirty, tell me 
why I turn you on.” \ 

I described him, telling v ' 
respect and admire yo* ads, 

and enjoy serving ** tv* 

He was r aimed on — the 
bulge was growing rap- 
idly. jpped them, reached into his 

briefs, pulled his hard cock out, and 
rammed it straight in my mouth ^ 

“I’ve never been suck' a 

queer, so let’s see wh- ao.” 






6 i 


jtie sncerca ana spit on me. i ou 
like sucking 16 year old boys’ cocks eh? 
Try this one for size ” 

He fucked my mouth with youthful 
energy and aggression, a lot rougher 
than Paul had been, and I soon took a 
second load. 

They stood at the end of the bench. 
“I’ve heard all queers have little 
cocks” Paul said. “Is it true?” 

“No sir ” 

He looked at Tony and 
reached inside my shorts. “Let’s 
have a look then.” He clenched his 
fist round my cock and began to 
move his hand slowly up and down 
my shaft “Not bad — for a queer. 
Have a feel Tony.” 

Tony knelt at the other side of 
the bench and they both played 
with my cock and balls. They 
worked me over until I was dying 
to come. 

“Do you want »*' ^ bring you 
off?” _ 

_ ^\o>enly stopped and 

vw 




As he pum* 


encouraged 


me queer’s face, really 




iV* 50 ” 
give it - nim.” 

Out of the corner of my eye I could 
see Tony leaning against the, wall — he 
had taken his cock out and was wanking 
as he watched his mate rape me. God he 
was big — he had a huge cock that any 
16 year old would be proud of. 

All too soon Paul’s body arched, he 
threw bock his head, crying out loud as 
he shot his load down my throat. He was 
immediately replaced by Tony — as 1 
took the huge head of his cock 1 looked 
up at him, I knew this handsome, muscu- 
lar young skin was really going to give it 
to me. 


a*d us to leave you for him to ffr „ ” 

The blond kid rubbed >£VV«it of 
his trousers. “Lots q* -oofc at me 
‘cos I’m cute \^r— 1 usually beat 
them up \e lucky that you’re 
Gar^’, You give a fucking great 

You’ll be seeing us again.” 

« They left, and I had to spend a 

couple more hours serving Gary before 
1 was allowed to finally wank myself off. 

Over the next few months I went to 
serve Gary once a week and Paul and 
Tony were often there to dominate and 
use me well. 

English skinheads are great. I feel 
the same way about punks, smooth bi- 
kers, young bodybuilders and blond, 
tanned California beach-boy types. 
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There's 



The 


or i gaineull 


Prince 


the 


Berlin 


Homosexuals 


That 
basKet-weavlng 

hip— hugging 
homo sexy 
liberated 


San Francisco 




by Bruce LaBruce 


Of all the spectacular landmarks 
I was . dying to see on my 
recent trip: toe San Ifraneisco, 

Peter Berlin easily topped the: list# 
The* : origninal Prince of the 
Homosexuals , Berlin's hip-hugging, 
basxet-weaving, liberated faggot 
style of the early verities was 
way ahead of its time then, and 
remains way homo sexy today# That 
mappy face framed by that 
straight blonde hair; that 
swell cheat and washboard stomach 
— but drop your camera l There’s 

where the excitement is# 

It was nearing tna of my time in the Capitol of the 
World and I still hadn't seen Peter Berlin. G*B. Jones had al- 
ready spotted hi* twice - onoe at the Cay Day Parade (which I 
miesed beoauae I couldn't find it - quite an accomplishment in 
San Francisco) and once at Walgreen 1 a — tut I hadn't even had 
a glimpse of him. Then, on my seoond last night, at the world- 
renown STUD, I saw him across a crowded room. I turned to my 
dear friend and confidante Brio the Human Ashtray and said "Oh 
my god, it's Peter Berlin. I'm going home with him tonigntl" 
Staggering towards a legend, I drank in his ensemble* jock- 
strap over tight, see-thru, cream-coloured, knee-length tights^, 
furnishing a packed meat— oase and exposed buttocks, a black 
leather cap and Jacket with studs and chains, high-top sneakers, 
no shirt.... he looked just like cue of his photographs. Drunk 
with excitement, apd otherwise, my first words to the real Mr. 
Showmanship were "You've got to take me home with you tonight". 
Due to circumstances beyond my control, this was not to he; 
however, he did invite me over to hie place for an interview 
at the end or our hour-long, intimate conversation at tne bar. 

The interview was conduoted in Peter Berlin's tony 
apartment in the Projects right behind the Mint. A veritable 
shrine to hie own godhead, the walls of his bedroom were 
plastered with self-portraits of Peter, both photographic and) 
painted, without a single representation of another human being 
in aignt. For the interview, Mr. Berlin chose a pair of off- 
white sheer shorts showcasing an ample packet, off-white wool 
socks and ankle warmers, and & navy Bad Boy Club of Province- 
town sweatshirt hiked up above the navel. With MTV Mar in g 
in the background to make me feel more comfortaMe (he said;, 

I and my tape recorder were invited onto Peter Berlin's bed. 
With my face only a few feet away from one of the world's 
, most famous baskets, lying on ny stomach with my feet in the 
I 'air, feet crossed at tne ankles like a teen-agar in front of 


My name is Peter Berlin 
people think I am a s' 

I let people tnink wl 
If I 
make 
Why, 

Among o 
It is 
many t 
Well, v 
STUB th 
drunk 
Oh, you 
that, 

• • .and 
Berlin, 
with yov 
and you 
thing, 
you fine 
you anc 
and you 
Oh, no. 
people- 


and some 


I BLaBt Are you okay? 

IPBt I 'a okay. 

|BL&Bi Where do you want to do thie? 

Right here? 

FBj un, yah. Right hare. 

Bt Gan I pull this onair over? 

Pi ^ rah, or you oan sit on toe bad. 

Bt UkayMl 

P» bacausa 1 always apand a lot of 
tima on ay oed, Tou see I lika 
either one of two things — to 
lie down or to ‘stand up. 

Bi Let's do a teat. Okay, say "tty 
..name is Peter Berlin, and I aa 
a superstar*. 

P* My naae is Peter Berlin and soae 
people think I aa a star, yes. 

I let people tnink what they want. 

If I would have more power I would 
*ske them stop. 

B* Why, because it's irritating? 

Pi Among other things it's irritating. 

It is annoying at times, boring 
aauoy tines... 

Wall, when I oame up to you at the 
SIU2) the other night, I was kind of 
drunk and I oame right up to you... 

Uh, you were drunk. I didn't notice 
that. 

...and I said, "fih, you're Peter 
Berlin. I want you to take m hone 
with you! 1 and you were vary gracious. I 
and you didn't brush aa off ar somm» 
thing, which was raally nioa. But do 
you find a lot of people cone up to 
you and say things lika that to you 
and you gat tasty with than? 

Oh, no. My attltaxta usually hasps 
people away. 

( Brrrrrr iiiinnnggg - telephone rings.; 

• ••so even if they would like to they 
don't come. 

hello? No he'a not. I don't know. 


Si 


Pi 


Bt 


He should be 
Click. 


home in a while. 


B* 


Fs 


Bi 

P* 


So aost people don't even approach you 
because you're somewhat Intimidating, 
lah, and I learned over time ttat that 
ia the beat way to deal wixh tha 
altuation. I know that It smu ratnop 
difficult for peopla to sea me, tha 
parson, rather than seeing that image 
I .kllllttUjr oreatad. P^pl. or oourn. 
don't in th© dlfferanoo. I sort of 
«p«ot that i*opl» atUl r«aat« to a 
person and not to some... 

Icon. 

...some commodity, especially a sexual 
commodity where one likes to grab the 


Bi 


Pt 


Bi 


I Pa 


Bi 


|Pi 


hi 


IPI 


m»kU ami X have ta rafuma 

•t hevimg ay earn ideas of what I 
neat, and what peopla went Is 
usually a bit different. But I 
think that goes not only for m but 
for all of us. 

Bo what do you think most people 
want when they approach you to have 
sex? 

They want that I give them a good 

time, and that I fit quite well in 

their fantasy idea. 

ftxt don't you think some people Just 

want to fuck you because you are 

famous? 

I think there might be some people 
with that idem, to Just be able to 
brag. It's very hard in a way to 
understand, but it seems sons people 
^*L1 f° r that. If somebody gives am 
a good time then I don't mind, but 
usually people are Just selfish and 
think about their own good time. 

It's like when Fassbinder died and. 
all tnese people oame out and 
ttieir stories* Might With 
Fassbinder*, *1 Jhoked FassbcLnaer* 
blah blah hlan. Than it becomes very 
ooaaoaifiable because they oan — n 
their story , 

Xah, yah. that is why the people I 
deal with 1 aeleet very carefully. 
People who trag like that usually 
Have a problem an their hand* And 
it is for ae to keep problems out of 
my life*- I mean, it sort of keeps 
you very ouch alone with very few 
friends*, but that, beets the other 
alternatives 

So do you have a very ssmll circle 
of friends? 

Very saml 1. 

Like,, one? (Laughs) 

Ob, X*m affcadd, uh, so. One has left, 
the other ones sort of died in the last 
few years, and it's an intriguing, sad 
happening what gives me ouch to think 
about, but 1 always felt quite oomfbrt- 
ahle: by ay self, so I aa not in need of 
oompany. Actually company is bast 
when getting out of your sphere, aeanin 
oompany is good for a limited time*.. 

So you like to be in control of tha 
situation so you can extract yourself 
ftrom it. 

I mean, that's the whole idea. Ir 
you're not in control, ir you let other 
people control you, you are in big 
trouble, and in order to do that you 
have to feel quite comfortable with 
yourself so you don't feel tha need 
for other peopla. Today a friend 
just becomes an acquaintance , and I 
don't sea any reason for imving an 
acquaintance in your life. 1 don't 
know what an acquaintance^ is good for. 
Maybe tnere is some sort of technical 
point, for the comfort of your life 
sometimes an acquaintance has a certain 
function, but.... 


fil 


p» 


Do you have any female friends? 

Or now do you relate to women In 
general ? 

Women play a very little role in my 
life*. I hove a mot tor and a grand- 
mother and a slater and I always bad 
m very gooa relation, and I got to 
know some female friends or some girls 
who sort of on me into my life*** 

Did you ever have sex with a woman? 
Never, no. 

Me neither. 

I never — it intrigues my head because 
1 am cutting off half the avails ole 
objects of pleasure, tut it’s not so 
much a conscious decision, but just an 
occur anoe in by life that never came 
up, or had the urge to try* Lik» my 
sister suggested that I should maybe 
try because one doesrHt know if one is 
gay until one has tried a girl*... 

So yjpu're openly gay with your family. 

I ah, it sort of became public when I 
was about 17. 

Where was this? 

In Germany, when I lived in Berlin. 

That was, or course, an occurance in 
my family what vasn 1 1 T 1 VaH and was 
not understood, so there was a break 
with, my family, but that is all for- 
gotten today, I nave a good relation, 
they ' understand. 

Are they aware' of your... reputation? 
They sort of have an idea, because 
I don’t keep secrets, but I think they 
really just have; a vague idea. I 
think that goes for many parents, who 
just havn’t tne sligntest idea what 
their son or daughter is i about, 
especially when it comes to ttoxr 
sexuality. It’s a thing you discuss 
with your peers ana friends ratner than 
with your family,, and usually, it’s 
very healthy and good if one breaks 
quite early — by the mid-teen years it* a 
nice to already have your feelers out 
in the world and have your family in 
the background, beaanse they can be a 
great hindrance in one’s life. 

Uh buhl 

Especially the father* 

Did you have any brothers? 

Teh, I had a brother, he died about 
twenty years ago in an accident. He 
was completely straight as much as 
anybody else in my family was cosh 
pietely straight. My sister married 
and got divorced and has 3 boys, so 
quite normal upbringing. 

So you’re Uncle Peter. 

No, I’m Uncle Armin, because Peter is 
just an assumed name* So they 
me by my real name* But I’m an uncle, 
yes. 

What’s your last name? 

Von Hoyningen-Henne* 

(Laughs) 

That"s why I changed it, exactly. 

Gan you spall it? 

Of course I can spell it. 

No, viD-1 youl? 

Will, will I? It is V-O-N, new word, 
H-O-r-N-I-N-G-S-M dash H-B-N-H-E* 

Then you can put a title in front of 
it, it’s like Baron, what most people 
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Oh, ao you're a Baron. 

Yah, and I'm one of the very few 
people who sort of stepped down 
rather than.*.. I have another 
friend in Germany, his name is Peter - 
oh I shouldn't even mention that... 
Don't worry, no one reads this maga- 
zine anyway. 

No, it's only that some people, they 
rather improve their image by adding 
something, ao I subtracted, what I 
thought very modest and unpretentious 
and I like that. 

When did you drop Bar on ? 

Oh, I mean I never dropped it legally, 
on my papers 1 nave my name, but I 
came to America and people Just have 
always asked that stupid question, 
•Vhat's your name 1 ... 

(thinking ta himself) Like me. 

.... and I said ay real name and they 
didn't understand and I had to repeat 
it and I had to spell it and I got sick 
of it so I became Peter. 

How in the world did you come up with 
Peter Berlin? Berlin obviously be— 
oause you came from Berlin... 
lah, actually I cnose a different 
name first. When I made this film and 
I was sitting there working on the 
poster, I had to come up with a name... 
Vhicfa film, Nigntg in Slack Leather ? 
Right. And I had to come up with a 
name and I kept Peter and X added 
Bourian, that was another German boy 
I knew, and I sort or took that, but 
than he made me drop it because of 
telling me he would sue me so then I 
I changed it to Berlin and that was 
amsy to understand and easy to... 

Digest. 

... remember. 

And also ver y... saxyi 
lah, it just sort of popped in ay 
head, there was not a big thought 
process going on with all that, it 
Just sort of happened. 

So, ua, I have to say, I havn't seen 
your film. 

Oh most people havn't and they havn't 
really missed anything... 

Do you fuck in them or do you Just... 

I pretend to, yes. 

You pretend to fuck somebody? 

Mam Hmmm. X pretend. 

I think it's really great that you 
never show your oock ... 

I do, I do show it in the film, but 
basically most of my photography and 
work is where I rather sort of hide it - 
not really hide it but conceal it. I 
taink that's a better word. It's more 
erotic in ay view. ’ 

Mine too. 

ait the opinions vary. 

Vail what do you think of all these new 
people like Jeff Stryker and all those 
guys. Have you mat them - all those 
people? 

No, no, I havn't met, no, somebody 
came over once and said, *0h, how are 
you?" and I said, *0h, fine*, and he 
said, "You don't recognize me?* and I 
guess i z was some kind of porno star. 

You can't remember his name? 

1 didn't remember then and I don't re- 
member now. I don't know anyone really 
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in that business, and that business 

unfortunately is a very poor one. I 
think the good porno film hasn't been 
aade yet. It's just a big glut of 
wastes of pretty faces, pretty bodies. 

The exclusiveness nov of pornography 
versus some regular Hollywood film ia 
just a big sad comment on society. I 
just hope one day one can see: a film 
with talent ana the money and creative 
input of talented people who are in-* 
eluding sexuality in zhe story or a film. 

B* So in Wights in Black Leather and 
That Boy, are there, like, narratives 
in them? 

Pi Sort of, yes* It*s all child* s play. 

It's nothing to write home about. 

Bt Who directed them? 

Pi It's me who did that first film with a 
friend and 1 was standing in front of 
a camera, and I was telling Me what to do. 

Bt Was it 16mm? 

Pt it was 16mm, yah. And I realised how 
difficult it is to direct in front of a 
camera and to convey an idea to some-* 
body else and I realized tnat I had to 
eliminate tna photographer or cameraman, 
what is very easy vith video, wnich ia 
why I love video now. Video is the 
medium because you can really eliminate 
the cameraman. 

Bt What do you video with your video camera? 
Do you video yourself? 

Pi I have hours and hours ftnrj hours 
hours of me, yes. 

Bi Uh, can 1 nave one? 

Pi Well, you see I have a lot of tapes that 
are not edited and 1 just don't likB to 
show unedited stuff because the idem 
doesn't come across and tne editing 
process is really what rakes or breaks 
a film. I hope I can one day finish, 
hit I cannot work in a studio, I have 
to have my own equipment. So at tto 
moment I need a tnousand dollars just 
to get editing equipment. 

Bi Oh, that's what I was going to ask you, 
because you're a Baron and all that, do 
you nave, like, an income from your 
family? 

Pi 1 wish I did, you see that* a why I don't 
present myself as one, because the family 
fortune was all lost in the Second World 
War and I lost my father in the war and' 
my mother just had to flee with tnree 
little children, so ve lost everything* 

Bi why aid you have to flee? 

pi oh, because of the Russians. 

Bt on. 

Pt Tne Russians were coming, the Russians 
were coming. 

Bt So were your parents members or the Party i 
Nazi Party. 

P* No, my father was in the army. He- died; am 
a German soldier* My mother’ was at that, 
time 17 oar 18, so she was a little girl, 
and that whole period made? us pay with the 
life of my father and the fortune was gone. 
Bit then as a child, if you grow up poor... 
I think it was a really good start for me 
because I learned to appreciate, to be 
happy with very little. That gave me a 
very good foundation* So I never had a 
lot of money but always enough to live 
very comfortably without much work at »n , 

| I think I worked three years of my life. 
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Wt What did yon work at? 

Pi Z worked as a manager in a movie bouse 
lm Germany. 

Bt J& what age? 

ya Oh my god, Z have maoh a bed memory, 
but amybe 19, 20, 21... 

Ha Whom did you odm to America? 

Ha I think about *72, *71,. «72,' I guess. 

X was about JL- then* 

Bt Ta Ban Francisco? 

Pt First to New fork, then to California* 

At that time I travelled & lot* I went 
back to Germany every year, sometimes 
twice a year, so I sort of lived then 
bi-coastal, in airope and hare. After 
I left Germany I first lived in Rome 
for a year, and then in Paris and 
London, so I know all those cities. 
Amsterdam,, what have you* And now 
1‘m here in California, the weather's 
nice, the sun is nice, and it's an 
easy life* 

B? The weather here is amazing, I have’ 
to say* 

Pt Ton see* when you grow up in Germany 
you can have such a gray..* that's 
why they work so hard;, because they 
can't go to the beach,, they have 
nothing else ta do, so they work hard 
and get rich. 

(Bbrrrilnngg — telephone rings again.) 

Hello* lah.. Petezr* Who is this? No 
he's not.. He is somewhere out* Uh huh. 
Oh. Oh. OK, so I tell him*. Angel* I 
tell him you call* OK. Bye* Click. 

Bi Angel? 

Pi Angal* 

Bt Now what was I going to ask you? Let 
me get my little book* Oh, I know* 

Love* 

Pt Love? What a buzz word* 

Bi No, you said the other night you'd only 
had twoc actual lovers In your life* 

Pi lah, ok„ let's put it this way. I 
thought I had, I played the game of 
having a love affair and I had more or 
less J of them and then I realized. I'm 
not a masochist and I just learned to 
rather have friends than lovers. 

Bi Why, did they fuck you around? 

Pi No, no no,, it's only I don't believe 
ve are just made for one lover, it 
just doesn't work that way* It doesn't 
work for the gays and it doesn't work 
for the 3traignta* Marriages go broke 
because ve are just not monogamous* It.* a 
just a. big... 

B i Conspiracy? 

Pi Oh, no no. no, that would be even too much 
intriguing.. No, I don't even give that 
ouch credit to people. It's just — 

(Brriinngg - phone.) 

Hello* No he's not. Hi Debbie. I 
don't know, he is somewhere out* I 
don't know, he didn't tell me. Tah. 

I don't know, he could be back any 
minute. Should I tell him something? 

Ok.. Yah. Yah. Ok. Sure. Bye* Click. 


(Bring - phone.) 

Hello* He's not in rignt nov* Try 

T nflvftr know uh.n h« ootrutn hook. 
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3a. what’s your ideal sexual experience? 
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i continued. 


Tej later 


Bt That a long on— nt. No, that's very 



... admirable, Peter, yo*!re a very aloe 

6kb 3ura. CM ok. 


per boo for not epilllnc the bean a. Oh, 



eo you think Madonna is just another 

r» i« joa on — non> of these o*lX* 


oo— ndltyt 

ore for *e. I toll yaa t , I don't got? 


B* I don't want to tAka away from her, but 

pfeane aalla. 


that whole scene of naieio. . . Isigh; . You 

B* (laughs) What's your relationship with 


see when rock ‘n* roll was invented, I 

your room-mate like? 


was a young teenager - £Lvis came to the 

P t Oh ve are good friends. 


scene and rock *n' roll was new and then 

B » He's your best friend? 


about 30 years later it's still rocking 

Pi He's my only friend. I live with him 

w 

and rolling but I'll tell you I'm looking 

for 11 years now.- 

i btiC 

for new things, I'm looking for new ideas. 



And I tell you the MTV i 8 on because of you 

(Bring — phone.) 

i Q 

here. I havn't had MTV on before, so it's 


*3 

because of you. 

Hello. lab. Tab. lab, yah. lab. 

T1 

yMl 

Bt (laughs) Vhat, did you think it would make 

Oh boh* No, no I don't. No, X don't. 


me more comfortable? 

1 No, I'm just a lasy person and I don't. 


Pt i&cactly. 

Yah, .that la occasional. No, I'm some- 


Bt It does. All television does. 

where else with my bead. You know, I'm 

3 0 

Pt Do you know what I had on before you came? 

just busy at the moment so maybe another 

Cj 

The Frugal Gourmet on PBS, a cooking show. 

time.. Ok. Thank-you. Slam. 

H 

I mean, that says something about me. 


o 

Bt The Frugal Gourmet. 

Pt I hate to- talk to people I don't know. 

rX 

P* Yea, he is a former preacher become TV cook 

you know? 


Bt Did you ever watch the Galloping Gourmet? 

Bt How'd they get your number? 

i 

He was a former TV cook become preacher. 

Pi No, they are James's friends. You will 


Pt I don't watch only gourmet shows. But I 

see I will not get one call. 

> 

tell you on MTV one record sounds like 

Be Veil he certainly geta lots of calls. 

• 

another to me. Maybe that's a sign of 

Pt Oh, yes, he's a completely different 

H 

getting oia 

person. He needs people, he likes to go 


Bt Veil what kind of music do you listen to? 

out dancing. He's just the very opposite 

• o 

Pt I don't listen to music. I don't listen 

to me. 

, i 

to anything. I like silence. I can be 

Bt Have you ever had sex with him? 


very comfortable with silence. I never 

Pt Oh, yah, maybe twice. He was a trick. 

ab 

had a valkman. 

you know, and I think at the time he had 



trouble with his room-mate, I said why 

•H 

(Rrrriingg — phone) 

don't you just stay here and he never 

—4 


left — that r s how that happened. And 


Hello. Yah. It's Peter. Angel. Vhy don'tt 

it's nice to have somebody. Ve are 

i 0 

you call information? I wouldn't know. Ok. 

friends, but sex is impossible with 

f. 

Sure. (Hick. 

someone I know for more than one or two 

H 

Pt He wanted the number for the Sid-Up, this 

times. There's too much out there, you 


disco teque • 

know, and I think it's very healthy to - 

A\ 

Bt Vhat are you, an operator? 

of course you have to be safe, I mean 

U/ 

Pt I mean, I tnink life is so funny. 

that's the ground rule — but otherwise, 

i l 

Bt So you were born in what year? 

it's the healthiest thing you can do. 

Pt *42. 

to have a good regular sex life with 

•H 

Bt (Counting on fingers) I'm not figuring out 

all. kinds of different people. That's 

p | 

your age. 

how you learn. 


Pt 46. 

Bi Xou looked: amazing the other night at 


Bt Oh, I was just trying to think how old you 

the STUD, I have to say. 

CD 

were when punk happened. 

Pt The way you see me in photographs, that's 


P t When did ii. happen? 

how 1 usually like tor present myself. 


Bt Well, it started around, what. Taxi Driver - 

Bt What do you think of Madonna? (pointing 

•P 

*75, '76. 

to her on T.V.) 

V 

| 

Pi I don't have any time reference. For" me 

Pi Oh, another singer. 

•H 

everything in the past sort of slums 

Bt Have you met her? 


together. 

Pt No, I'm not a star fucker, meaning I don't 


B t But obviously from the way you present 

seek to meet people, I don't knock on 

• 

yourself in your pictures and everything 

anyone's door, so I don't know many 

> <D 

it goes right back to tne roots of punk. 

celebrities or stars. 


like jail punk, like punks in jail, the 

Bt Have you ever fucked somebody famous? 

S 

hustler element... 

Pt Yes. 


Pt Yah. I think there is some basic element 

Bs Who? 

M 

in the punk phenomenon what I think makes a 

Pt You see, I'm a very discrete person — 

* k 

lot of sense, and it beats the expression of 

the names are very famous people. 


a yuppie or a puppie — I donH know all 

Bt Okay, just tell me and I won't print it. 

u 

those words. 

Pt (laughs) You won't print it, huh? 


Bt Gappie, buppie.... 

Bt Do you want me to turn it off? 


Pt If you like to veer a suit and tie and 

Pt No - one day you'll write your memoirs. 


have a regular job.... I just think the 

I'm not a a tar fucker. I've had the 


expression, the image of punk oan be, 

greatest time with famous people and with 


can be... of course it's not always the 

n on-famous people. 


case, - like one friend said, for the first 

Bt Okay, no comment. 


time in the history of fashion even the 

1 


ugly peoole can get attention.... 


not even getting out of my clotnesj I can 



have sex with somebody while they* re acroj 
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Next Issue: Bruce gets the yardage out of Peter! 
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“Did I mention that 
G.G. Allin character 
was writinq me love JY'* 
letters? He's too 
ugly for .me. well, 

T turned his atte- 
ntion to John Wayne 
Gacy.so now he's 
botherinq him. . . . 

Anal Unity, 

Vaq Davis 
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A DELUDED PERSPECTIVE 

SK8 tough, SK8 cool,- a line for new mutants . Sarah is a funster 
me i a ter , she ripped thru T-tovm,got a cool haircut, traded tines. 
Sarah-put your play in A Deluded Perspective! Pleettzeei!! 

c/o Sarah 3171 Vialoux Dr., Winnipeg, MAW. R3R 2R2 Canada 

ANORGASMIA. 

Lots of stuff packed in a wild whirling world of p-rock,SK8ing, I 
sex, politics, funning, telling stories, and stuff stuff stuff! 

Anorgasrnia c/o Chris Z. 144 Oakwood Ave . Winnipeg MB R3 l l£i 

AQUA 


a*#*# 


Sexy l New sexy issue out now* lira, lots of sex, dyke sex, fag sex- 
bi-sex, queer-lover sex, safe sex. Nicaragua cruising tecnmques* 
N.L.P. manifesto and sexy pictures. All this k more for a buck c/o 
AQUA c/o Bru DYe P.O.Box 1251 Canal. St. Station, N.Y..N.Y. 10013 USA 
$1 bl.&W 


CHAINSAW 3P8S 


Donna D. does itl and does it right. This is P-rock for real; 

Interviews k extroverts-groups ,gals k guys-tours k tourists- 

candid Candice, camp counsellors k Fifth Column 

65tf & 2 stamps bl&w&yellow cover, 5i X 8 

Chain saw 837 Fillmore #4, S.F., CA., 941 17 U.S.A. 
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••••otlel .qu.tt.ra handbook .f taglaad, Crowbar .1*. 

** th « C I -. t^cor., uinhudi (w.U 
Cr«t»r car. about tb«. It cover. tb. U.u.J .tc. 0.t l.su. 

Crowbar BK box Burr lean# London VC I England 4 Op 

rou • houid er#dit 

DON'T TELL JANE AND FRANKIE | 

Special secret, 0.1.1 I got a sneak preview of this soon to be released sine 
and can I Just say- its sore than I srer dreased of, and less than I 
ever imagined. WLPkKZ TO BE SHOCKED. 

Jane I Frankie 3911 St. Hubert, Montreal, Qua. H2L 4A6 
$1.oo, bUv 

HO' 7 TITCLAMPS 

Urry-bob's tours thru Gaysville , U.S.A. via reviews and revelry. 

ean little zine without a mean bone in it's body. Pretty k pansy k 

RnYunf npn U fi^r\ 0 B^ thing ...don't put the name on the envelope 
Put this. BOXHOLDER P.O.Box 3054, Minneapolis MN 55403 ($1 bl&w 5iX8i 


HOMOCORE 

is here to stay, Get a load of Tab Twain's total masterpiece 
in this issue-although its in the wrong order, its well worth 
rearranging it in your head. Lots more, plus good photos. • Cue.") 

c/o Wo rid Power Systems P.O.B. 77731 S.F.,CA 94107 
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PCC HELLDWELLER3 

Kay down: Soonia Hagan, dyke punk, it in reform achool; Jee Christ _ 
k p ala are mutilating themselves for Bevies; vampires are visiting;! 
gay rights, school fights & Tiny Tim. Adam is Queen ef Hell sod a 
good penpal. 

c/e Adam Seraphic POBox 690816 San Antonie, Texas 76269-0616 USA 


This fanzine is Just too important. You should get it 
so soon, if you know wftat'3 good for you. Covers wide 
ranging interests; music, fashion (or ‘style* ), demos, 
etc. Live it and love it! E-rock, P- talk, Groovy gays & gals. 

R SALMON” Bos ton ' Wa ss - 0211 a ~i 

O.X* yeu lasy bums get busr: 

out settle fer the Salmnn/Salmon double Issue: i women, § boys, 
filled with faggy manner lams and dykey doo-dads. Cute, and astute te 
boet • 

_ POBox 612 Station A Toronto, Ontario, Canada K5W 102 


SISTER NOBODY] 


Sister Nobody is EVERIWHERE : just like god, but cooler. 

Sister Nobody: fun-making.heart-breaking, charm-taking, 
alarm-quaking. ..and Deke Nihilson tool Get it at all costs. 
blfa», 5j I 8, $1.00 

Sister Nobody 2336 Market #128, S.P., CA. 94II4 U.S.A. 

TEENAGE GANG DEB fi F 

f^L C ^« : D? ee K a 2 e Gan S Defas just 

1 n S i, P1 ^ Tr6e ° f Knowled< ? e * Dizzying scope of entertainment- 
Ir* l DuJc ®' C f^ :Lri Johnson , Eve Plumb, T.V. trends, Film fads, Dance 
crazes and with-it reviewers (except one who doesn't realize 
ommy Kirk is god-like and GooGoo is a good name). Plus there's 
pop icon Jeffery Kennedy (of yesteryears Boysville) on the team 
too, so don t miss an issue. ( bl. & w. , 8 A X ll ) 

Erin Smith 5812 Midhill St. Bethesda MD 20817 OR: 

John Huston 17385 Cornell Rd. Southfield MI 48075 


ibS . YOUTH LIB 

• ^ak. th.T-ri’.n tb. ..k^oSy^mL^ r ’ Uth llb thin «- “ iz 

1 <U3 M35 B ° Ul - 3t ‘ Uu ”«. Qu.b.c , C«ad. 

22 ZUGANG PHHl 
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• L confiscated my copies for a month P ? stal Authorities 

\|f graciously permittea me to have r TlZ* them before ««•/ 

Lisa l. 2300 South E. St., Richmond IN V 9? Get Zu S an & c/o 

a Banned in Canada, ($1 bl.&w 84X11) USA It s practically 
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G.B. JONES 
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SWCUSVILLS ***”<*»* 


This is one fine fucking fanzine 
with attitude for days. Fertile 
LaToya Jackson and Vaginal Davis 
are members of the seminal Los An 
band The Afro Sisters (on Amoeba 
Records, don't you know). These 
self-proclaimed "beautiful black 
militant drag queen love goddesses" 
also put out this dirty dish rag. 

The gossip is knee-deep and choice, 
especially concerning celebrities 
(e.g. did you know that Raw Blow 
and little Andrew McCarthy are long 
term illicit lovers who have an 
open relationship, or that Jason 
Bateman is a gay fuck pig?). 

Vag informs me she has been on 
the punk scene since her Mean Teen 
Queen days (hey - I wonder if that's 
who the Nip Drivers were talking 
about on their "Oh Blessed Freak 
Show" l.p. , because Vag mentioned 
to me that she's real close friends 
with Janice from that sorely missed 
California punk band). Vag has had 
sex with such punk stars as the 
Stern bros . of Youth Brigade (later 
Brigade), and, yes, Hank Rollins 
himself, not to mention Throwing 
Muses boy drummer David Narcizo, 
all exploits recounted in lurid 
detail in the Fertile mag. Some of 
the Hollywood types Vag has con- 
quered: Christian "Heathers" Slater 

Tom "Top Man" Cruise (in a super- 
market aisle), Robert Downey, Jr., 
of Less Than Zero fame (a pre- 
mature ejaculator), and Anthony 
Michael Hall (only interested in 
getting himself off), not to men- 
tion the late Jon-Eric Hexum 
("fulfilling"), presumably before 
the beefy T.V. star blew his own 
head off in a tragic misfired 
prank— (aim juke LI m 
prank (one joke too many). And 
I believe every word Vaginal 
Davis tells me, and someday 
I'm going to make it to L.A., 
just as surely as Mia made it 
to India, and maybe Vag will 
set me up with some celebrities, 
preferably the bald-headed guy 

from the Young Riders, say, or 

Kevin Dillon. 






I aeon ham* s this cuts little, bespectacled slid 

Bannered Olympia VA. boy who up and flings 30TSY ILLE USA 
this manifesto of teen queer heartache in the face of an 
unsuspecting world. Next thing you know, he's being 
interviewed in HOMOCORE, covered in J.D.s, and other 
queercore sines, and then off to S.F. to take up residence. 
But, before he leaves his small town, Jeffery cuts this ANTHER 
of faggy defiance with Olympia geniuses *The Go Team*. A 
penultimate pop song, its jui$ way cool guitars, drums 
and vocals but its way more. Just like BOTSVILLS was. Oh, 
its about growing up different and junk like that and its 
camp, but its the best kind of camp. The very subtle 
difference most boys can't seem to get: its being faggy 
and camp and making a joke of yourself and your girlfriends 
and really being funny; versus being a fag and being 
bitter and mean to girls and being boring, cause ultimately 
you hate everyone and you"re jealous. You end up with one 
joke and everyone knows the punchline. That’s quite different 
than everyone being in on the joke. So "Milquetoast Brigade" 
oust be a laff riot, right?It seriously sounds like a riot, 
and its teen philosophy, and a cool song, and its so easy . 
maybe I could do it and maybe I will,J*ff*ry sez.'ifs not funny: 
and ITS NOT FUNNY O.K.? It's $5-00. 

Send for it today: 'K' Records. P.O.Box 7154, Ol ympia WA. 98507 
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f.C.C.-Ttie Teas^ia Girls^ 
We're the Yeastie Girls T-2 
We’re on the radio now 
We WanC t0 talk aboUt 3ex 
O 3ut we’re not allowed .1 

m. Caus# tne ?cc i 3 cracking 

down hard 

They want everything to sound 
just like a Hallmark card ^ 
They won’t even let us talkj 
about Number 2 -4<f 

But I wonder what they call it 
when they gee it on their shoe 
We know what word they're using 
But we can't say it . 

The FCC is full of bull’ 

--shh.’-- . .«•«{ 

We're the Yeastie uirl*(;g 
V. ‘ And we’re here to say 
'*A'VrM That you better do something 
and right away < 

Yeah you better wake up and 
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Oill ‘ r' . ^ Start using your nead 


whatP- 5 



Cause your first Immenament Rights 
are just about dead 
Well, the ?CC will tell you, or 
haven’t you heard . 

They think freedom of speec h is 
a dirty word ^*718531 

well the Yeastles got a message 
for the people who agree > 

With the stupid regulations.- 
of the FCC 

You think your kids will be 
corrupted if they hear about poo 
Well, there ’9 nothing wrong with then, 
We think the problem is YOU I 
Biology is neat; we like our bodies 
just fine 

If you’re telling us it's dirty well 
*£ we say you're lying 
^ They call it a free country but 
it feels like a prison - -jitc; 

So write tne Federal Communications 
_ Commission. Get your pen and paper 
Si3 ready cause here's tne address: 

*■’ 1919 *M‘ St.N.W. , Washington, D.C. 20036 
~ 1 - F >2 

_ _ ■-* ~ Jp* 

_ 'em that they're stupid, 
yean, tell them that tney’re d.. 
destroying our expression 
cause they think it's outrageous 
Tell them that they're living 
in the dark ages 
We're the Yeastie Girls , 
and we’re here to say 
We want the FCC to go away! 

Yeah, 00 AWAY! 


M I quit CIUT after all the flak when 
the J.D.s radio gang got kicked off. 
I’m not going to take that! the over- 
paid station manager and program dir- 
ector both set up lots of little meet- 
ings to try to get me to capitulate but 
1 was disgusted and told them where to 
stick that facsist shit. 1 want to go 
back and do the exact same thing. I ‘m 
like a cockroach: hard to kill.* 1 

Caroline A., regular host . 

’The scrambler 1 show. 



"Homocore 
Hit Parade” 
Music with 
homosexual 
theme 


They say we’re free, 





hut are we really ? 
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whatever 
, Please wi 
I will *< 
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Mohican po«t boy, 21, wants to writ# peopl# 
into art, poetry, Karka, who ar#n*t Just 
into looks, I like music by Joy Division, 
Modern Lovers, D.K*s, older Bowie. #tc. 
Pleas# write me at: K#n, 1647 Lina#n, East 
Lansing, MI 48823 USA 
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k^ob- 


Do you feel isolated in the heterosexual -doeinated alternative 

*° — nt? **“: x ;«« , '*r* d K to * nd 

to write to each other - WE DO EXIST - we aren't invisible, 
write if you re gay: it'* ae euch your network ae it la Mine 
t k - *** up ot P*°P1« w ^o want to write to fellow gi ya 

(photocopied/printed) to pass around so we can write to each^ther 
Oversea* - write a really nice Ion* Utter; no need for rip-off 
I.R.C.a. m Britain aend an adequate ataep and I will aoap It for 

Glbby 2s/7 fll#nclunl# Dr Darnley 
( Con'* 


you. write to 
Glasgow, Scotland 
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CLOSET 

— ii i new ^ 1# 

t 

4 

fend 

141 


ids ^ 
ourgla 

ncidentiality assured In letters to me.)l V 

ioru ruck-bucic 

K FAnG 

A zine that explores lesbian, gay 
l (eroticism of the vampire. 

Taking submissions 
^ FAnG c/o Laura Partibo 
• • 2854 Harr ison Apt. A 
S.F.,CA 94110 

iAlc k - fiucfg y'q ea r ' £5 

sol icitatioh *369 Ha 
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The gayest group you've 
ever heard sing ten songs 
In this album you'll find 
such sizzling gems as 
Boy Wanted; The Shower 
Song; How Did He Look? 

Weekend of a Hairdresser; 
and six others. 

Performed by “a famous 
Hollywood singing group 

whose name we don’t dare* s *° p -°- B " 77m - ^ J 

jeveal! 12" l.p. ,eco,^ JJ n K tUrd-hli rn l 


Th« project is 


tentatively titled 

All the Oreaaa/All the Dirt. 


BERLIN 

Prins SUenherz ; ( 

ouchladen ? 

31eibtreustr. 52 
1000 3erlin 12 I 

030/ J 13 -99? 6 U-i.: 

DALLAS 
Re cord Gallery 
*921$ Greenville Ave. 
Dallas, Texas 
75206 USA 

(214) 824-2201 « 

NET .V TORK 
See/Hear 

59 E. 7th St. | 

NYC, NY 
10003 USA 
(2 12) 505-978I 

SAN FRANCISCO 
A Different Light 
*89 Castro St. 

94114 
-0«91 

Together Books 

1369 Haight St. 

S.?., CA 94117 , 

(415) 431-8355 

TORONTO 

This Ain’t The Rosedale . 

Library 

483 Church St. 

Toronto, One., Canada . 

(416) 929-9912 1^. 




,hould b * k «? t between 500 end 750 wordfc (*•„<> to 

C - P1 *V* * ,nd submissions to: Heellna Teles P O So* 77771 
Sen Francisco, California 94107 by hey 19?o! 8 77271 , 


Vortex 

427 -iueen St. 
Toronto, Ont. 
(416) 591-3728 
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K , f h ^. 0T:rC wr 2TER*S RRB COLLECTOR'S HT71RKET 

U ^ The largest directory and catalog ot purveyors or erotica in the world Contains "* 
vital inlormation lor both writers and collectors with over 1,500 llstinas of 
, magazines, book publishers, audio and video producers, x-rated consular 


* *°' ,Waf ®T Sex 0rien,ed clubs and organizations. and much morel From 
st a !em» C n. k ,lI° .Tl d6 r! lesbian, swinger and beyond. Age 
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~ c humi 


r ww "' aiyrn, yay, wboidn, swinger a no beyond Adp • v-4 s 1 1 

statement required. $1 4.95 to: M. Drax. PO Box 20693. Sun Valley. NV 89433° U 1 
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• l l 1 Hello , I love your mas. But now \j J i 1 
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Hey buddiee: 

Thanks for the latest J.D.s. lnother fun 
issue with lots of raffish guys and gals. 

David Finley ia a great guy (cover boy of 
J.D.s# 5)* I met him last summer In TO. I • 

sent him an AQUA but it came back to me. *** H 
Wrong address, somehow. Can you give hi* 1 

this copy if he doesn’t have one? 

<$ 3RU 

Sure, David, come and get your copy of 
AQUA, (The new issue is out! Send for it 
c/e 3RU DTE, P.O.Box 1251 , Canal St. Stn. 

N.T. ,N.T. , 100 13 USA 

nk turd-burglar 

f nrk’-Kn^ 

Hiya folks! , * ** 

Cheers for J.D.s, which I thought 
was great, as a queer anarcho meself. It fills 1 
a gap for me personally-it * s well needed. fl 

Keep up the work. If you’ve got any more info * 4 
we’d love to see it. I'm sending a copy of 
CROWBAR over, since it’s new and has some of ^ 
your stuff reprinted in it Q 

Cheers, ALII 

sei ayke o-ma 


G.B. Jones 

Hello, I love your mag. But now 
that I live in Florida I can’t 
scam Anita’s copy of it. Don’t 
ask me why I left Kent Ohio for I 
Florida, it’s depressing enough/ 
wretch! So, please send me info 
on subscription. I miss raunchy 
perversion. 

Tnanx, Betty Blade 


t* % 


^ t F 
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J.D.s 

I was amazed after picking up your sine 
when working as a volunteer at the Vooden 
Shoe Anarchist Bookstore. I never thought 
that there was a line for the gay and 
lesbian punk culture. This ia the reason 
it has, for me, its particular appeal. 

New, I wanted te know if vou ever need 
other writers (such as me) or contributions 
to your next sine. Please let me know 
about yeu* decision. 

KARA SOLO 
Phila • , PA 

We welcome submissions from fag/dyke punks 
especially their true to life sex adventures 

oie friends 

n If f nrr?_Kn v 

Hey New Lavender Panthers: 

Got J.D.s-and it’s great! Not much of a 
chance to contact that scene here, but you 
in Toronto have it all (HA-eds. } I’m 
enclosing 3 US greenbacks cus I want to 
see Stevie en his ? Tamaha. If you’re 
out of J*3, well hold on to yoursolf and 
send the next ish when its ready to come. 

Till then I f ll be waiting with bated breath. 

TODD CLARA 


r 

r- 


Please send rae info on your line- 
when, where, how much and everything. Saw 
your interview (sic) in MRR. I enjoyed 
( the photo of the boy with his Juicy look- 
ing cock hanging out. I would suck it 
easily. 

I am politically aware and disgusted. 

. I like all kinds of music styles. But 
I prefer hard heavy, crunchy .grinding, fast * • 

* or slow in your face, foundation shaking f ^ 

stuff. i JL J. 

I hate classical, opera and newage Shirley 
MacLaine shit. Also I hate jazi .military 
bands ,american folk music and choir 
music. 

I fucking despise The Who, Grateful Dead, 
Springsteen that kind of shit. 

Currently I f m listening to L7,an L.A. 

•band. and Los Tigres Del Norte .Luzbell, 
ana Angeles Del Infierno.all from 
Mexico. 

I am 29, (white, unfortunately ; 5*9", 

190 lbs., light brown hair, blue green 
eyes and horny as fuck. 

I enjoy porno mags , photos .tapes and used 
underwear and socks to J/o with. I like 
( black/orown, darker shades of pale on 

* my men. I also favor foreskin. 

Please send me inf o-letters , mags .photos 
tapes or used underwear. I j/o all the 
time-and would appreciate anything you 
want to send me to enhance my activities. 

Ben 3. 

Santa Monica 

As if J.D.s itself wasn’t thoroughly 
that respect-ed. 
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Stevie: inspiring a new generation ef dykedudes 


se 1 dyke b - 

QumO — r n nrr/%v» 


>a 


Hey! Thanks for the tape! I’m really 3 ( 

pleased, impressed and etceterated! I’ve U l IV 
already written a note to Nikki Parasite * | 

and plan on scribbling off compliments to, - i 
others on tne tape this eve. ' — 

•J Congrats’ Tou did a splendid job of putt-V f"* 1 
C in « togetner quite a fun little package. % ^ * 
I’ve had it for just a couple of days 
ana I couldn’t even start to count the 
times I’ve blasted it into my head via 
walkman, I really dig it. 

Back in 84 I put together a couple of 
comps: Jesus Dildo" ."America -Fix it or 
Fuck it" and "Ugly CA" and I’ve heard 
way more than my share of comps, but 
I’ve never had one or heard one that I 
just wanted to hear over and over the 
way tnat I do witn J.D.s TOP TEN TAPE- 
I LIXZ EVERYTHING ON IT! A LOT! 

Thanx for including me. I’m flattered, 
honoured and proud. Listening to the 
tape for the first time was one of the 
bighpoints of my life. 


ma 


Robt Otalit, 
Anaheim, CA 
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Dear Bruce-. 

Thank you 
dor. 1 1 
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ever so, for the lovely letter and a copy of JD. You 
realise the buzz you've caused in LA. I wanted to 
buy the issue of JD you sent me from A Different Light Bookstore 
in Si* ver .take , but the last copy was on held for someone 

read through quickly and copied your address to write to you. _ _ 

You can’t imagine my joy in receiving a letter and a mag all in StulLf • 
the same day. Shucks! 

There are so many things I'd like to say 
your 'zme enuf . Its just the royal best. The entire aesthetic nVi>~r\rn-hr> 
is right on target. - J. kJI 1 L LJ 
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got to start working your charm and get advertisers. 
Believe me its hard. Art and commerce are a difficult mix, but 
us girls have to learn to get a business sense cr we 11 just be 

eater, alive. The struggle to keep a-float is insane, but you’ve 

got to do anything and everything to continue publishing. 

Since I started «y rag as just a supplement to my performance 
pieces, I didn't expect that it would turn into a William 

Randolph Hearst operation. I get mail and orders from all over 
the world. It amazes me how people even find out about 

Fertile, but the underground grapevine is vast. 

Just to give you a little background about myself. 2 was born 
here in Los Angeles and grew up in the Jordan Down Projects 
of the infamous ghetto of Watts, so honey I ain't no debutante. 
Abound 1976 when I was still in elementary school, my cousin 
Carla who lived in Hollywood introduced me to punque roc. Carla 
played in the legendary seminal band The Controllers. Even 
though I was only II, 2 tagged after Mad Dog Caria to see her 
P*ay at places like The Masque, which was just a basement under 
the Pussycat Adult Theatre off of Hollywood Blvd. I fit in with 
the cider kids because, I've always beer, big for my age. Since 
11. I've stood my impressive height of 6’6". The LA scent was a 
lot different way back then. Everyone who was wierd was a part 
cf it, and it was definitely a very gay scene. Everyone who was 
m bands were either runaways, hustlers, hookers, drag 

queens , junkies , bull daggers. In addition to these kinds of 
people the scene was made up of rebellious upper middle class 
kids, slumming it, and other assorted misfits. But everyone 
seemed a complete individual. There was a lot of freedom and 

acceptance, because everyone hated you so we all stuck together. 
The straights hated us and the normal homos with their mustaches 
and muscles hated us, because we weren’t their ideal of 
■’attractive". There were a lot of rags back then. a-lot were 
homoerotic <Sxash Wet, No-Magi most of the first punque 
aters were artfags. Oh god let me stop, fo: me to tell 
* •” - * story I'd have to wiite a novel. What I'm djir.g is breaking 
d.-r. the last 12 cr sc years, ar.d to dc Tt properly wculd ta\e 
Zi.tr t.me than I car. devote at this moment. 


SKIN OFF MY ASS (the movie) by Bruce * 
LaBruce will be available on video as 
of June, 1990. It's over sixty minutes . 
of j.o.ing, nipple piercing, blow- jobbing, 
black bra-ing, dog-food eating, skinhead 
so” seducing fun. Lots of nudity and sex-type- 
To order, just send twenty bucks 

can ' t compliment t0 5rUCe P0 B H10 Adelaide St. Stn . , 

Ontario , Canada . . M5C 2K5 j)T** 

• , ^ rr a \/ If you have 'to 

send a check or m.o. , please make it 
payable to my fag secretary B. R. BRUCE. 

He has ‘the bank account, not me. 


one 


, I 11 have tc bring this iette: 
knew Richard Hawkins, and yes I c 
show, called Against Nature at LA-: 
of »v videos, in the show. He 
cf this years Gay and Lesbian 


tt 2 close. Ycu 
o. He curated a 
E gallery, and he 
also curated the 
film festival ar.d 
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s been a champion for us 
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shewed my video in that as well, so he 
dark skinned girlies. 

As regards the Nip Drivers. My black s istergirl f r lend Janice 
usetc play in that band. She's one powerhouse guitar pi aye: , but 
rha left the band ages ago and I've lost touch with her, the girl 
is a heavy drug user . The Nip Drivers started out as a South Bay 
band, and now i think they're based in Orange County, which is a 
right wmg haven. The P-boys there on the beach, have the best 
surfer bodies and drippy wanks, but some of them are little 
Nazi's. Sc Z don’t know whats going on with the Nip Drivers. 
But I could ask around. 

I will be stopping in Toronto on my way to Pans in November. 
Maybe we could rendevouz at the airport. I have a 2 hour stop. 
I've had this ongoing relationship with this gorgeous french boy, 
who is a designer and I’m going to Paris to stay with him for a 
few weeks. I love Europe. I may relocate there. Europeans 
appreciate Afro-American culture and sexuality. Are there many 
b.acks in Toronto? I noticed the cute b-boy on your cover. Most 
o. the gay blacks here in LA are Oreo cookies. All the cute 

biack boys are all chasing after white boys, so there s sometimes 
is a lot of tension where there should be unity. 

Let me finally sign off. I'm so opinionated, that sometimes I 
just gc. on and on. Love to hear from you, you're alot more 
articulate than I am. 

Biack vueeniy love, 

Ms. Vaginal Dav-is 
AKA- Kayie Hilliard 

?S. You should check out fellow Canadian fWir.ipegi Glen 
Meadaores albums Chicken k Biscuits and Squawtreac. he's my 
xabe^mate (Amoeba Records,. He will be performing a: Graceiand 
m Vancouver in December. I'm not good at geography. Vancouver 
is prooabiy coo far from Toronto to just hop over tuere . 
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Tne Frogs Controversy 

Tc- Bruce: 

Tney say that no gcoa deed ever 
goes unpunished, and I guess you've 
proven them ngnt on that score, eh? 

Forgive me, but I was stupid enough 
tc assume that my letter was written 
as a gesture of courtesy to someone 
wno expressed an interest in the band. 

Color me surprised when I found out I 
was really a outt-plug secretary who 
spent his time writing "nasty" ietters 
to gay-oriented fanzine editors, that 
I might be better able to snub their 
sexuality by "pretending” to be gay. 

Really, Bruce, your assessment of the 
intent of my first letter borders on 
science fiction. 

Do you think for one minute that 
I would invest the time and effort 
(net tc mention the postage) on a 
letter if ! had as much contempt for 
you, your magazine, and your sexuality 
as you claim? The answer (perfunctory 
as it may be) is: “no, not very lixely". 
Believe it or not Bruce, I was going 
out of my way to be as polite and 
friendly as i could. 

As far as the comments about my 
bike are concerned, no I did not make 
that story up, nor was it intended to 
be a joke. The growing wave of anti- 
gay violence in this and other countries 
is sickening, and not , something I would 
ever make fun of. Let me ask you this: 
what do you think your comments about 
your "inexpensive face* mean to Joe 
Rose? What do you think those comments 
mean to his friends and family? If I 
were you, I'd be less concerned with 
holding my suffering up as a token of 
exchange (by which other people'd 
measure my value) and more concerned 
with trying to change people's attitudes, 
so we won't have to mourn over more sense- 
less violence and death. 

What angers me most about this whole 
thing Bruce, is that I extended a hand 
to you in friendship and good will, and 
because of some paranoid fantasy, you 
turned and spat in my face. You insulted 
me, and yu insulted my friends because you 
assume we have nothing better to do with 
our lives than to demean and degrade the 
gay and lesbian community. We weren't 
put on this planet to edify your expecta- 
tions, so fuck you if you don't like how 
we express ourselves! 

My purpose in writing this letter 
was to state and clarify my position for 
the record. Should you feel the need to 
debate or discuss this subject further, feel 
free to write me at: 5313 Mansfield Dr. 
Greendale, WI 53129, USA. 
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Bruce replies: 


Sincerely , 


Brian T. Komar 


Oh, so sensitive. You must be a fag after all. 
n.s, I wish T had a rifle. 




Too young to shave 


but not too young to hate 


